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DIES BOBEALES. 

No. I. 
CHRISTOPHER UNDER CANTASS. 



Scene — ChdicJi, Lochawe-side. 
Time— Sunrise. 
North — Buller — Seward. 
North. " Under the openiBg eyelida of the Morn !" T 
feels, Amici, at this moment, the charm of that Impersonati 
Slowly awaiting from sleep — scarcely conscious of her whf 
ahouta— bewildered by the beauty of tbe revelation, nor rec 
niaing her beloved lochs and mountains — visionary and name- 
less all as if an uncertain prolongation of her Summer's Kight's 
dream. 

Seward. I was not going to speak, my dear sir. 
North. And now she is broad awake. She sees tlie heaven 
and the earth, nor thinks, God bless her, that 'tis herself tiat 



Seward. Twenty years since I stood on this knoll, honored 
sir, by your side — twenty yeara to a day—and now tlie same 
perfect peace poaseBses me — myaterioas return— as if all the 
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14 CHEISTOPHEB UKDEE CANVASS. 

intervening time slid away — and tliis were not a renewed but 
a continuous happiness. 

North. And let it slide away into tlie still recesses of 
Memory — tlie Present has ita privileges — and they may be 
blaraelcBsly, wisely, virtuously enjoyed — and without irreve- 
rence to the sanctity of the Past. Let it slide away — but not 
into oblivion— no danger, no fear of oblivion— -even joys will 
return on their wings of gossamer; — sorrows may be buried, 
but they are immortal. 

Seward. I sec not the slightest change on this Grove of 
Sycamores. Twenty years tell not on boles that have for 
centuries been in their prime. Yes — that one a little way 
down— and that one still farther off — have grown, and those 
striplings, then but saplings, may now be called Trees. 

Buller. I never heard such a noise. 

North. A cigar in your month at four o'cloch in the 
morning ! Well — well. 

Buller. There, my dear sir, keep me in countenance with 
a Manilla. 

North. The Herb! Ton have high authority — Spenser's 
for " noise." 

Buller. I said noise — because it is a noise. Why the hum 
of bees overhead is absolutely like soft sustained thunder, and 
yet no bees visible in the umbrage. The sound is like that of 
one single bee, and he must be a giant. Ay — there I see a 
few working like mad — and I guess there must be myriads. 
The G-rove must bo full of bees' nests, 

North. Not ono. Hundreds of smokes are stealing up 
from hidden or apparent cottages — for the region is not un- 
populous, and not a garden without its hives — and early risers 
though we be, the malvtmm apes are still before us, and so 
aro the birds. 

Jhdler. They, too, aro making a noise. "V^iho says a shilfa 
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CHaiSTOPKEE UNDER OAHVASS. 15 

cannot sing? Of tlie fifty now "pouring his tliroat," as tlio 
poet well says, I defy jou to tell whick sings best. That 
splendid fellow on the birch-tree top — or yonder gorgeous tyke 
on the yellow oak~oi 

North. " In shadiest covert hid" the leader of the chorus 
that thrills the maay-ncsted underwood m& connubial blisa. 

Seward. Not till this moment heard I the waterfaJl. 

BvUer. You did, though, all along — a felt accompaniment. 

North. I inow few gleus more beautiful than Cladich- 
Cleugh! 

Bulhr. Pardon me, sa if I do not attempt that mme 

North. How mellifluous — Clid h CI h 

Bulhr. Great is the pow f ^ ttu a] 

North. It is not inacce bl B t y m t li t 1 1 11 
you reach the meadow wh fh ttl b ^ n nj, to 

browse. And then threadi g y ir w y tb gb pp 

where you are almost sure to see a roe, you come down upon a 
series of littJe pools, in such weather as this so clear that you 
can count the trouts; and tben the verdurous walls begin to 
rise on either side and right before you; and you begin to feel 
that the beauty is becoming magnificence, for the pools are 
now black, and the stems are old, and the di^ intercept the 
sky, and there are caves, and that waterfall has dominion 
in the gloom, and there is sublimity in the sounding solitude. 

Buller. Cladick-Cloock. 

North. A miserable failure. 

BuUer. Cladig-Cloog. 

North. Worser and worser. 

Seward. Any footpath, sir? 

North. Yes — for the roc and the goat. 

BuMer. And the man of the Crutch. 

North. Good. But I speafc of days when the Crutch was 
in its tj'ee-bole 
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16 CHRISTOPHER UNDER CANVASS. 

Sillier. As the Apollo was in its marble block. 

North. H^ot so good. But, believe me, gentlemen, I have 
done it with the Crutob. 

Seward. Ay, sir, and could do it again. 

North. No. But jou two arc yet boya — on the sunny 
side of fifty — and I loavo you, Seward, to act the guide to 
Buller up Cladich-Cleugb, 

Butler. Pray, Mr. North, what may be the name of that 
sheet of water? 

North,. In Scotland we call it Loch-Awe. 

BuUer. I am so happy — sir — that I talk nonsense. 

North. Much nonsense may you talk. 

Biiller. Twaa a foolish question — hut you know, sir, that 
by some strange fetality or another I have been three times 
called away froro Scotland without having seen Iiovh-Awe. 

North. Make good use of your eyes now, sirrah, and you 
will remember it all the days of your life. That is Cruaehan — 
no usurper he — by divine right a king. The sun is up, and 
there is motion in tho clouds. Saw you ever such shadows? 
How majestically they stalk 1 And now how beautifully they 
glide ! And now see you that broad black forest, half-way up 
the mountain? 

Bvller. I do. 

North. You are sure you do. 

BvMm: I am. 

Nm-ih. You are mistaken. It is no broad bliick forest — 
it is mere gloom — shadow that in a minute will pass away, 
though now seeming steadfast as the woods. 

Buller. I eould swear it is a forest. 

North. Swear not at all. Shut your eyes. Open them. 
Where now your wood? 

Buller. Most extraordinary ocular deception. 

North. Quite common. Yet no poet has described it. 
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CHKISTOPHEE UNDEK CAMVASS. 17 

See again. The same forest a mile off. No need of trees— 
BTin and cloud make our visionary moimtains sylvan: and the 
grandest visions are ever tiose that are transitory — ask your 

Bviler. Your Manilla is out, my dear sir. There is the 
case. 

North. Caught like a cricketer. Ton must ascend Cruachan. 
"This morning gives us picmise of a glrrious day;" you 
oaonot do better than take time by the foielock, and be off 
now. Say the word — and I will myseli row yon over the 
Loch. No need of a guide icchnuig to the left for an hour 
or two after you have cleared yondei leil timber and sap 
^ood— and then for an hour oi two ti thb right — and tlien for 
another hour or two straight forwards— and then you will see 
the highest of the three peaks within an hour or two's walk of 
you — and thus, by mid-day, find yourself seated on the summit. 

BvM^. Seated on the summit. 

Nm-Oi. Not too long, for the air is often very sharp at that 
altitude — and so rare, that I have heard tell of people feinting. 

BuUer., I am occasionally troubled with a palpitation of 
the heart — 

M^A. Pooh, nonsense. Only the stomach. 

Bidler. And occasionally with a determination of blood to 
the head — 

North. Pooh, nonsense. Only the stomach. Tate a 
calker every two hours on youi way up — and I warrant both 
heart and head — 

Btiller. Not to-day. It looks cloudy. 

North. Why, I don't much eare though I should accom- 
pany you— 

BuUer. I knew you would offer to do so, and I feel the 
deljcaey of potting a decided negative on the proposol, Let 
us defer it till to morrow. For my sake, my dear sir, if not 
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18 CHRISTOPHER UNDER 

for your own, do not tliint of it; it will be no disappointment 
to me to remain with jou liere — and I shudder at the thouglit 
of your fainting on the summit. Be advised, my dear sir, be 
adyised — 

Niyrih. Well, then, be it so — I am not obstinate; but such 
another day for the ascent there may not be during the summer. 
On just such a day I made the ascent some half-century ago. 
I took it from Tyanuilt — having waited that morning from 
Dalmally, some dozen miles, for a breathing on level ground, 
before facing the steepish shoulder that roughens into Loeh 
Etive. The fox-hunter from Oleno gave me his company 
with his hounds and terriers nearly half-way up, and after 
killing some cubs we parted — not ■without a tinful of the 
creature at the Fairies' Well — . 

BuUer. A tinful of the creature at the Fairies' Well ! 

North. Yea — a tinful of the creature at the Fairies' Well. 
!Now I am a total abstinent. 

BuMer. A total abstinent ! 

Nbrili. By heavens! he echoes me. Pleasant, but mourn- 
ful to the soul is the memory of joys that are past! A tinful 
of the unchristened creature to the health of the Silent People. 
Oh ! Buller, there are no Silent People now. 

Buller. In your company, sir, I am always willing to be a 



North. Well, on I flew as on wings. 

Bullsr. What! Up Cruachan? 

North. On feet, then, if you will; but the feet of a deer. 

Buller. On all-fours? 

North. Yes — sometimes on all-fours. On all-foura, lite a 
frog in his prime, clearing tiny obstructions with a spang, Oa 
all-fours, lite an ourang-outang, who, in dif&cult placeSj brings 
his arms into play. On all-fours, like the — 

Buller. I cry you merey. 
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Mirth. Without palpilation of tte teart; without deter- 
mination of hlood to the head; without panting; without 
dizziness; with merely a slight acceleration of the hreath, and 
now and then something like a gasp after a run to a knowe 
which we foresaw as a momentarj resting-place — we felt that 
we were conquering Cruachan 1 Lovely level places, like plat- 
forms — level as if water had formed them, flowing up just so 
far oontinnally, and then ehbing back to some unimaginable 
gea — awaited our arrival, that on them we might lio down, 
and from beds of state survey our empire, for our empire it 
was felt to bo, far away into the lowlands, with many a hill 
between — many a hill, that, in its own neighborhood, is be- 
lieved to be a mountain — ^just as many a man of moderate 
mental dimensions is believed by those who live beneath hie 
ehade to be of the first order of magnitude, and with funeral 
honors is interred. 

BuHer. Well for hnn that he is a hill at all — eminent on 
a flat, or among humbler undulations. All is comparative. 

North. Just so, From a sito on a mountain's side — far 
from the summit — the ascender hath sometimes a sublimer — 
often a lovelier vision — than from its most commanding peak. 
Yet still he has the feeling of ascension— stifle that, and the 
discontent of insufficiency dwarfs and darkens all that lies 
below. 

SaUer. Words to the wise. 

North. We fear to ascend higher lest we stoiJd lose what 
we comprehend: yet we will ascend higher, though we know 
the clouds are gathering, and we are already enveloped in mist. 
But there were no clouds — no mist on that day — and the secret 
top of Cruachan was dear as a good man's conscience, and the 
whole world below like a promised land. 

Buller. Let us go--let us go — let us go. 

North. Al! knowledge, my dear boy, may be likened to 



Hosted by Google 



20 CHRISTOPHER UNDER 

stupendous ranges of mountain — clear and clouded, smooth anil 
precipitous; and you or I in youth, assail them in joy and 
pride of soul, not bKnd, but hlindfolded often, and ignorant of 
their inclination; so that we often are met by a beetling cliff 
with its cataract, and must keep ascending and descending, 
ignorant of our whereabouts, and summit-seeking in Tain. 
Yet all the while are we glorified. In maturer mind, when 
experience is like an instinct, we ascertain levels without a 
theodolite, and know assuredly where dwell the peaks. We 
know how to ascend—sideways or right on; we know which 
are midway heights; we can walk in mist and cloud as surely 
as in light, and we learn to know the Inaccessible. 

Biiller. I fear you will fatigue yourself — ? 

Koi-ih. Or another image. You sail down a stream, my 
good Buller, which widens as it flows, and will lead through 
ioland seas — or lochs — down to the mighty ocean; what that 
is I need not say; you smI down it, sometimes with hoisted 
sail — sometimes with oars— on a quest or mission all unde- 
fined; but often anchoring whore no need is, and leaping 
ashore, and engaging in pursuits or pastimes forbidden or vain 
— with the natives — 

Buller. The natives ! 

I{orth. Nay — adopting their dress — though dress it be 
none at ail — aad becoming one of themselves — naturalized ; 
forgetting yonr mission clean out of mind! Fishing and 
hunting with the natives — 

Bull^. Whom ? 

North. The natives — when you ought to have been pur- 
suing your voyage on — on — on. Such are youth's pastimes 
all. But you had not deserted — not you : and you return of 
your own accord to this ship. 

Stdler. What ship? 

North. The ship of life — leaving some to lament you, who 
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knew you onlv i*) a jolly mj ner who w « 1 ml af r 
The J believe 1 tiat jou had di-iwn i p y ui p nn loe f r e\ er 
on that shore m that lovely little haven imong wee h and 
pilms — unkn win^ that jr>i woull r lauuct her s mo day 
soon, and, botindiiig in her over the hillows, rejom your ship, 
waiting fur you in tlie ofEng, and revisit the simple natives no 
more! 

Bu}7er Methinkal understand nowyourmysteriouameaiiiDg. 

JVo A lou lo But where y a I? 

B A eendng Cr aohan ninearth ram t 

A 7 On the a mm t Not a w! t t 1— n t a h t 
fat gu d strong a ten — a t ve as twenty ownaelve on the 
flat — divinely runk on Iraugh s of e he — h pp er tl 1 

tmes gr^tc and more glo us tlian J j w h d 1 

gol en hron d on jmpna 

£ I M de ately peak ng 

Aortk In magmat n I h ar h m hark gnowa hebakel 
then — ■» sh p shor savige ang y and hun^ y harl — 

Biril What? A log? AFos? 

MrlJi. -No— no— so. An Eagle— the boldon Ej,^I- fum 
Een-Slarive, known — ^no mistaking him — to generations of 
Shepherds for a hundred years. 

BuUer. Do you aee him ? 

JVorfS. Now I do. I see hia eyes— for he came — he 
cornea sughing close by me — and there he ahoots up in terror 
A thousand feet into the sky. 

Bvller. I did not know the bird was so timid — 

North. He is not timid— he is bold; but an Eagle does 
not like to come all at once within, ten yards of an unexpected 
]aan — any more than you would like suddenly to face a ghost. 

Bulkr. What brought him there ? 

North. Wicga nine feet wide. 

BuUer. Has he no sense of smell? 
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North. What do you meao, sir? 

Bailer. No offence. 

North. He Las. Bat we have not always all our senses 
ahout us, BuUer, nor our wits either — be had been somewhat 
scared, a league up Glen Etive, by the Huntsman of Gleno — 
the scent of powder was m his nostrilsj but fury follows fear, 
and in a minute I heard his hark again — as now I hear it — on 
the highway to Benluri 

SuMer. He must ha^e h.iA enoimius taIon& 

North. My hand is none of the "fmallHst— 

SvMer. God bless you, my dear sir — ^.ne me a ^ra^p 

North. There. 

Suller. Oh ! thumhilins ' 

North. And one of his son's talont — ^ivhom I shot — was 
twice the length of mine, hn yell w knobby loof at least 
as broad — and his leg Idte my wntt He killed a man. 
Knocked him down a precipice, like i cannon ball He had 
the credit of it all over the country — but I believe hia wife 
did the business, for she was half again as bi^ i-. himself, and 
no devil like a she-devil fighting for her imp. 

Butler. Did you ever rob aa Eyrie, air? 

North. Did you ever rob a lion's den? No, no, Buller. 
I never — except on duty — placed my life in danger. I have 
been in many dangerous-looking places among the Mountains, 
but a cautious activity ruled all my movements. I Scanned 
, my cliff before I scaled him — and as for jumping chasms — 
though I had a spring in me — I looked imaginatively down 
the abyss, and then sensibly turned its flank where it leaned 
on the greensward, and l^he liberated streamlet might be forded, 
without swimming, by the siUy sheep. 

Buller. And are all those stories lies? 

North, All. I have sometimes swam a loch or a river in 
my clothes, but never esccpt when they lay in my way, or 
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when I was oa an angling esoursion ; and what danger coul J 
there possihly be in doing that ? 

BuUer. You might have taken the Cramp, sir. 

North. And the Cramp might have taken me — fcnt neitherof 
ns ever did — and a man, with a short neck or a long one, might 
as well shun the streets in perpetual fear of apoplexy as a good 
swimmer oyado water in dread of being drowned. As for 
swimming in my clothes, had I left them on the hither, how 
shoidd I have looked on the thither side ? 

Sewatd !No man, in such eiroum stances, could, with any 
satisfeotion to himself, have puraued his journey, even through 



3u,Uer Describe the view from the summit. 

Nmih I have no descriptive power, but, e¥cn tlough I 
had, I know better than that. Why, between Cruachan and 
Buchaji Etive lie hundreds on hundreds of mountains of the 
first, seoond, and third order, and, for a whUe at first, your 
eyes are so bewildered that yon cannot see any one in particu- 
lar, yet, in your astonishment, have a strange vision of them 
all, and might think they were interchanging places, shouldering 
one another off into altenng "shapes in the uncertain region, 
did not the awful stjllneas assure jou that there they had all 
stood in their plices since the Creation, and would stand till 
the day of doom 

Bttller Yiu have no descriptive power! 

NorA,. All at onee dominion is given you over tho Whole. 
You gradually see Order in what seemed a Chaos; you under- 
stand the character of the Region — its formation — for you are a 
Geologist, else you have no business, no right there; and you 
know whcro the valleys are singing for joy, though you hear 
them not — where there is pro?ision for the cattle on a hundred 
hills — where are the cottages of Christian men on tbo green 
braes sheltered by the mountains, and where may stand, bc- 
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neath the granite rocks out of whicli it was built, the not un- 
frequent House of God. 

BuUir To-morrow we shall attend DiTine Service — 

Nwih. At Dalmally. 

Sailer. I long ago learned to lite the ntuol of the Kirt 
I should like to helieve in a high-minded, i unfied Calviaist, who 
oould embrace, in his brotherly heart, a hi^h minded, pimhed 
English Bishop, with aU his Episcopacy. 

I^orth. And why should he not, if he can tecogniae fie 
Diyine Spirit flowing through the two sets of sensible demon 
strations? He can; unle^ the constitution of tho Anglican 
Christian Eeli^on wars, either fcy its dogmas or by \ii ucf lesiasti 
oal oidinances, against his essential intelligence of Chnstianity 

Buller. And who shall aaj it does 1 

North. Many say it, not I. 

Buller. And you are wise and good. 

North. Many thousands, and hundreds of tbou'iands, wiaer 
and better. I can easily suppose a mind, strong in thought, 
warm in feehng, of an imagination susceptible and cieative, by 
magnanimity, study, and experien:,e of the woild, disengaged 
fram all sectarian tenets, yet holding the absolute conyiction of 
religion, and contemplating, with reverence and teniemeas, 
many different ways of e-^piesiion which this inmost spintual 
disposition has produced or put on — haying a firmest holding on 
to Chriatianity as pure, holy, august, diyjne, true, beyond all 
other modes of religion upon the eaith— poitly ftom intuition 
of its essential fitness to our nature, p'wtly from intenoe grati 
tude, partly, perhaps, from the oiiginal entwining of it with 
his own faculties, thoughts, feelings, history, being Well, he 
looks with affectionate idmiration upon the Scottish, with affeo 
tdonate admiration on the English Chuich, old affection agieemg 
with new affection; and I can imagine in him as much generosity 
required to bye his own Church, the Presbyterian, as yours the 
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Episcopalian, and that, Latitudinarian as to may be called, he 
loves them both. For myself, you know how I love England, 
all that belongs to her, all that makes her what she is; scarcely 
more — surely not less — Scotland. Tiie ground of the Scottish 
Form is the overbearing consciousness that religion is imme- 
diately between man and bis Maker. All hallowing of things 
outward is to that consciousness a placing of such earthly things 
3 and separating intermediates in that interval 
; between the Einite and the Infinite, but whicli 
should remain blank and clear for the immediate communica- 
tions of the Worshipper and the Worshipped. 

Buller. I believe, sir, you are a Presbyterian ? 

Hbrlh. He that worships in spirit and in truth cannot 
endure, cannot imagine, that anything but his own sin shall 
stand betwixt him and Giod. 

Bidler. That, until it be in some way or another estin- 
guished, shall and must. 

Nbrik. True as Holy Writ. But intervening saints, images, 
and elaborate rituals, the contrivance of human wit — all these 
the fire of the Spirit has consumed, and consumes. 

Builer. The fire of the Presbyterian spiritf 

North. Add history. War and persecution have afforded 
an element of human hate for strengthening tie sternness 

Bulhr. Of Presbyterian Scotland. 

NortJi. Drop that word, for I more than doutt if you un- 
derstand it 

Buller. I beg pard n 

North. The Scott sh sc-v e Mr Bulk eomj eh nl 
Prayer, Praise Doet ne all three ne e ?a y vo bal acts 
amongst Chnst ans met 1 t e ch m t nest s mpli ty 

Buller, Ep s ojal an as I in that s mpl c y I have f It 
to be most afFe t n 

North. Tl c 1 e Tvl !i un tcs the oca of the conj, e 
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gation, must bo written. The Prayer, which is the burning 
towards God of the aoiJ of the Shepherd upon the behalf of 
the Flock, and upon his own, must be unwritten, unpreme- 
ditated, else it is not prayer. Can the heart ever want fitting 
words ? The teaching must he to the utmost, forethought, at 
some time or at another, as to the Matter. The Teacher must 
have secured his intelligence of the Matter ere he opens his 
mouth. But the Form, which is of expediency only, he may 
very loosely have considered. That is the Theory. 

BulXer. Often liable in practice, I should fear, to sad abuse. 

Norffi. May be so. But it presumes that capable men, full 
of zeal, and sincerity, and love^ — fervent servants and careful 
shepherds — have been chosen, under higher guidance. It sup- 
poses the holy fire of the new-born Reformation, of the newly- 
regenerated Church 

£uTler. Kirk. 

North. Of the newly-regenerated Church, to continue un- 
damped, inextinguishable. 

£uTler. And is it so? 

Nm-th. The Fact answers to the Theory more or leas The 
original Thought — simplicity of worship — 11 to the utmost ex 
pressed, when the chased Covenanters are met on the green- 
sward, between the hillside and the biawlmg brook, under the 
colored or uncolored sky Understand that, when their de- 
scendants meet within walls ind beneath rooft, they vnnild 
worship after ik& manner of their hunted anctators 

BvMsr. I wish I were better load than I am m the history 
of Scotland, civil and ecclesiastic 

North. I wish you were. I say, then, my excellent friend, 
that the Ktual and whole ordering of the Scottish Church is 
moulded upon, or issues out of, the human spint kindling in 
conscious communication, of the Divine Spiiit The power of the 
Infinite — that is, the Sense of Infinitude, of Eternity — reigns 
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there; and the Sense is the inmost soul of the sustaining contact 
with Omnipotence, and self-oonsciousness intense, and elation of 
Divine favor personally vouchsafed, and joy of anticipated 
everlasting bliss, and triumph over Satan, death, and hell, and 
immeasurahle desire to win souls to the King of the Worlds. 

Bailer. In England we are, I am ashamed to say it, ill in- 
formed on 

Norlh. In Scotland we are, I am ashamed to say it, ill in- 
formed OE 

Bidler. But go on, sir. 

Ncfrlh. What place is there for Forma of any kind in the 
presence of these immense overpowering realities? For Forms, 
Buller, are of the Imagination; the Faculty that inhales and 
lives by the Unreal. But somo concession to the humanity of 
our nature intrudes, Imagmation may be subordinated, sub- 
jugated, but win not, may not, forego all its rights. There- 
fore, forms and hallowing associations outer. 

Buller. Into all Worship. 

Nm-ih. Form, too, is in part, Necessary Order. 

BvUer. Perhaps, sir, you may be not unwilling to say a 
few words of our Ritual. 

North. I tremble to speaJc of your Uitual; for it appears to 
me as bearing on its front an escollenoe which might be found 
incompatible with religious truth and sincerity. 

Bidler. I confess that I hardly understand you, sir. 

North. The Liturgy looks to be that which the old Churches 
are, the Work of a Fine Art. 

Buller. You do not urge that as an objection to it, I trust, 
sir? 

North. A Poetical sensibility, a wakeful, just, delicate, 
simple Taste, seem to have ruled over the composition of each 
Prayer, and the ordering of the whole Service. 
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Bulkr. You do not urge ttat as an olijeetion to it, I trust, 

North. I am not urging objections, sir. I seldom — neyer, 
indeed — urge objections to anything. I desire only to place all 
things in their true light. 

BuMer. Don't frown, sir — smile. Enough. 
North. Tho whole composition of the Service is copious 
and various. Human Supplication, the lifting np of the hands 
of the creature, knowing his own weakness, dependence, lapses, 
and liahility to slip — man's own part, dictated by his own expe- 
rience of himself— is the basis. Readings from the Old and 
New Volume of the Written Word are ingrafted, as if God 
audibly spoke in his own House; the Authoritative added to 
the Supplicatory. 

Buller. Finely true. We Church of England men love 
you, Mr. North — we do indeed. 

North. The hymns of the sweet Singer of Israel, in literal 
translation, adopted as a holier inspired language of the heart. 
BuUer. These, sir, are surely three powerful elements of a 
Eitual Service. 

Ncfi-ih. Throughout, the People divide the service with the 
Minister. They have in it their own personal function. 
Buller. Then the Homily, sir. 

North. A.y, the Homily, which, one might say, interprets 
between Sunday and the Week — fises the holiness of the Day 
in precepts, doctrines, reflections, which may be carried home 
to guide and nourish. 

Buller. Altogether, sir, it seems a meet work of worshippers 
met in their Christian Land upon the day of rest and aspira- 
tion. The Scottish worship might seem t* remember the flame 
and the sword. The persecuted Iconoclasts of two centuries 
ago, live in their descendants. 

North. But the Ritual of England breathes a divine calm. 
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YoTi tiink of tte people walking through ripening fields on a 
mild day to their Church door. It is the work of a nation 
sitting in peace, possessing their land. It is the work of a 
wealthy nation, that, hy dedicating a part of its wealth, conse- 
crates the reminder— that acknowledges the Fountain from 
which all flows. The prayers are dcTOut, hunible, fervent. They 
are not impassioned. A wonderful temperance and sohriety of 
discretion; that which, in worldly things, would be called good 
sense, prevails in them; but you must name it better in thinga 
spiritual. The framers evidently bore in mind the continual con- 
sciousness of writing for ALL. That is the guidmg, tempering, 
calming spirit that keeps in the Whole one tone — that, and 
the hallowing, chastening awe which subdues vehemence, even 
in the asking for the Infinite, by those who have nothing but 
that which they earnestly ask, and who know that unless they 
ask infinitely, they ask nothing. In every word, the whole 
Congregation, the whole nation prays — not the Individnal 
Minister; the of&ciating Divine Functionary, not the Man. 
Nor must it be forgotten that the received Version and the Book 
of Common Prayer — observe the word Common, expressing 
exactly what I afiirm — are btautiful by the words; that there is 
no other such Engh'ih — simplp, touching, apt, venerable, hued 
ai the thoughts ire— musical — the most English English that is 
known — of a Hebraic strength and antiquity, yet lucid and 
grarious as if of ind for to day 

Balle) I bust thit m'my Prtsbyterians sympathiae with 
you m these sentiments 

I^ffrth Not many — few Nor do I say I irah there were 

Bulhr. Are you serious, sir? 

Mn-ih. I am. But cannot explain myself now. What are 
the Three Pillars of the Love of any Church? Innate Religion, 
Humanity, Imagination. The Scottish worship better satisfies 
3* 
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the first principle, that of England the last, the Eomjn tatholic 
still more the list — andare not your Cathedials Euman Catholic ? 
I thmL, that the Soottiah and English, hettei thin the Eoman 
Catholii,, iifisly the Middle Principle — Hmnamty — hoing truer 
to the highest requisitions of oui Niture, and noiuiah our 
faeultiei better, both of Will and Understanding, into their 
stiength and beauty. Tet what diTine mmded Roman Cdtholios 
there have been, and are, and will he ' 

Bulhr. Pause for a moment, sir — here comes Pewail 

North. Seward! Is he not with us' &urdy he was, an 
hour or two ago — hut I nevor missed him, your oonveraation 
has heen so interesting and instructiTe. Seward! why you are 
all the world like a drowned rat ! 

Setoard. But I am none, hut a stanch Conservative. 
Would I had had a Protectionist with me to keep me right on 
the Navigation Laws. 

Mrlh. What do you mean? What's the matter? 

Seward. Why, your description of the Pools in Cladich- 
Cleugh inspired me with a passion for one of the Naiads. 

North. And you have had a ducking? 

Seward. I have indeed. Plashed souse, head over heels, 
into one of the prettiest pools, from a slippery ledge some 
dozen feet above the sleeping beauty. Were you both deaf that 
you did not hear me bawl? 

North. I have a faint recollection of hearing something 
bray, but I suppose I thought it came from the Gipsies' Camp. 

BuUer. Are you wet? 

Seward. Come, come, Buller, 

Bulkr. Why so dry ? 

North. Swr drooket. 

BuUer. Where's your Tile ? 

Seward. I hate slang. 
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Bvller. Why, you have lost a shoe, and much dehghtful 
conversation. 

North. I must say, Seward, that I was hurt hy your with- 
drawing yourself from our Colloquy. 

Seward. Sir, you are beginning to get so prosy 

Buller. I insist, Seward, on your mating an apology on 
your knees to our Father foryonr shocliing impiety. I shudder 
to repeat the word, which you must swallow — p— r — 0— S — y. 

Seward. On my knees 1 Look at them. 

North. My dear, dearor, dearest, Mr. Seward, you are 
bleeding — I fear a fracture. Let me 

Seward. I am not bleeding, only a knap on the knee-pan, 
sir. 

Buller. Not bleeding! Why you must he drenehcd in 
blood, your face is so white. 

North. A non-seguiiur, Buller, But from a fenap on the 
knee-pan I have known a man a lamiter for life. 

Smsard. I lament the loss of my Sketch -Book. 

Bvller. It is a judgment on yon for that Caricature. 

North. What caricature? 

Buller. Since you will force me to f«ll it, a caricature 

of YouRSELr, sir. I saw hitn working away at it with a 

most wicked leer on his face, while you supposed he was 
taking notes. He held it up to me for a moment, clapped the 
hoards together with the grin of a fiend, and then off to Cladiok- 
Clooet, where he met with Nemesis. 

North. Is that a true bill, Mr. Seward ? 

Seward. On my honor as a gentleman, and my skill as an 
artist, it is not. It is a most malignant misrepresentation — — 

Buller. It was indeed. 

Seward. It was no caricature. I promised to Mrs. Seward 
to send her a sketch of the illustrious Mr. Worth; and finding 
yon in one of the happiest of your many-sided attitudes 
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North. The act ia to be judged by the inteation. You are 
acquitted of the charge. 

BvUer. To make a caricature of Yon, air, under any cir- 
cTim stances, and for any purpose, would be sufficieiitly shock- 
ing; but HERE AtfB NOW, and that he might send it to hia 
WifE, so transceuds all previous perpetration of crtnien Ims^ 
majestatts, that I am beginning to be incredulous of what these 
eyes beheld — nay, to disbelieve what, if told to any human 
being, however depraved, would seem to him impossible, oven 
iu the mystery of iniquity, and an insane libel on our fallen 
nature. 

Seward. I did my best. Nor am I, sir, without hope that 
my Sketch-Book maybe recovered, and then you will judge 
for yourself, sir,, if it be a caricature. A fiiilure, sir, it as- 
suredly was, for what artist has succeeded with sou? 

North. To the Inn, and put on dry clothes. 

Setmrd. No. Wbat care I about dry or wet clothes! 
Here let me lie down and bask in this patch of intense sun- 
shine at your feet. Don't stir, sir; the Crutch is not the 
least in the way. 

North. We must be ail up and doing — the Hour and the 
Men. The Cavalcade. Hush I Hark ! the Bagpipe 1 The 
Cavalcade can't bo more than a mile off. 

SeiDard. Why staring thus like a Goshawk, sir? 

Buller. I hear nothing. Seward, do you ? 

Seicard. Nothing. And what can he mean by Cavalcade? 
Yet I believe he has the Second Sight. I have beard it is in 
the Family. 

North. Hear nothing? Then both of you must be deaf. 
But I forget, we Mountaineers have Fine Ears — your sense of 
hearing has been educated on the Flat. Not now? "The 
Campbell's are coming" — that's the march — that's the go — 
that's the gathering. 
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Buller. A Horn—a Di-um, siire enougU— and — and-— that 
inoomprelienBible mistute of groans and yells must be the 
Bagpipe. 

JVorlh. See, joader they oome, over the hill-top, the ninth, 
mlle-stono from Inyerary! There's the Van, hy the Road- 
Saryejor lent me for the occasion, drawn by Four Horses. 
And there's the Waggon, once the property of the lessee of 
the Swiss Giantess, a aoble unieom. And there the Six Tent- 
Carts, Two-steeded; and there the Two Boat-Cab»iage8, 
horsed I know not how. But don't you see the bonny Baeges 
aloft in the air? And Men on horseback — count them— there 
should be four. Ton hear the Bagpipe now, surely, " The 
Campbells are coming." And here is the wholo Concern, geu- 
Uemen, close at hand, deploying across the Bridge. 

Bvlkr. Has he lost his senses at last? 

Seward. Have we lost ours? A Cavalcade it is, with a 
vengeance. 

Kwth. One minute paat Seven I True to their time witliin 
sixty seconds. This way, this way. Here is the Spot, the 
(Centre of the Grove. Bagpipe, Drum and Horn — music all — 
silence. Silence, I ory — will nobody assist me in crying 
silence ! 

Seward and Buller. Silence, silence, silence. 

Horth. Give me the Speaking-Trumpet that I may call 
silence. 

Seward. Stentor may put down the Drum, the Horns, the 
Fifes, and the Serpent, but the Bagpipe is above him — the 
Drone is deaf as the sea — the Piper moves in a sphere of his own. 

Buller. I don't liear a sjUable you ai;e saying — ah I the 
storm is dead, aud now what a blessed calm. 

Norlh, Wheel into line — Prepare to — pitch tents, 
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Enter the Field of ffie Sycamore Grove on Horseback, 
ushered h/ Aechy M'Oallum, Haebt Seward, Mak- 

MAEUKE BULtEE, VALLANCE VOLUSBKB, HePOS WoOD- 

EUEN. Yam, Waggon, Carriages, and Oarts, &c.,form 
a. Barricade between the Rear of the Grove and the Road 



Adjutant Aroliy M'Gallum! call tie Eoll of the Troops. 

Adjutant. Pe(«r of the Lodge, Sower and Seneschal, 
Mere. Peterson ditto, Comptroller of the cellars, Esi-e. Kit 
Peterson, tiger there. Here. Michael Dods, cook at that plaue, 
Here. . Ben Brawn, maniciple. Here. TLoderiolc M'Orimmon, 
king of tke Pipes, Here. Pym and stretch, hodj-mea to the 
joung Bnglishcrs, Here, Here. Tom Moody, huntisman at 
TTader-oliff Hall, North Devon, Here. The Cornwall clipper, 
head game-keeper at Pendragon, Here. Billy Balmer of 
Bowness, Windermere, Commodore, Here. 

Mirth. Attention! Bach man will be held answerable for 
his subordinates. The roll will be called an hour after sun- 
rise, and an hour before sunset. Men, remembor you are under 
martial law. Camp-master M'Kellar, Here. Lot the Mid 
Peat of Cruachan he your pitching point. Old Dee-side tent 
in the centre, right in Front. Dormitories to the east. To 
the west the Pavilion. Kitchen, range in the roar. Donald 
Dhu, late Sergeant in the Black Watch, see to tho Barricade. 
The Impediments in your charge. In three hours I command 
the Encampment to be complete. Admittance to the Field on 
the Queen's Birth-day. Crowd disperse. Old Boys ! What 
do you think of this? You have often called me a Wizard, a 
Warlook — no glamour here — 'tis real all, and all the Work op 
THE Crutoh, Sons, your Fathers! Fathers, jouv Sons! 
Your hand, Voluseae — and Woodburn, yours. 

Seward. Hal, how are you ? 
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Buller. How are you, Marmy? 

I^orih. On the stage— in the theatre of fictitious bfe — such 
a meeting as this would require ezplanatiou, hut in the Drama 
of Eeal Life, on the Banks of Lochawe, it needs noi e Fi eudi 
of my soul ! you will come to understand it all in two m nutes 
talk with youi progeny. Progeny, welcome foi your sires 
sakes, and jour Lady Mothers, and your own, to Lo hawe s de 
I see you are two Trumps. Yolusene, Woodbum, liom your 
faces all well at tome. Come, my two old Bucks, let us Three, 
to he out of tho bustle, retire to the Inn. Did you ever see 
Christopher fling the Crutch ? There — I knew it would clear 
tho Sycamore Groye. 



Scene II. — Intm-ior of tJie Pavilion. 
Time — Tico p. m. 
NoRTn — Sewabb — Buller. 
. Still at his siesta in his swing-chair. Few faces 
hear to be looked on asleep. 
Buller. Men's faces. 

Seioard. His bears it well. Awake, it is sometimes too 
full of espression. Aud.then, how it fluctuates ! Perpetual play 
and interchange as Thougbt, T'eeling, Fancy, Imagination — 

Buller. The gay, the grave, the sad, the serious, tho pa- 
thetic, tho humorous, the tragic, the whimsical rules tho 
minute — 

" 'Tia everything by fits,and nolliiiig long." 

Seward. Don't esaggerate. An inapt quotation. 
Buller. I was merely carrying on your eulogium of His 
wide-awake face. 

Seward. The prevalent expression is still, the Benign. 
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3uUer. A singular mixture of tenderness and trueulence. 

Setaard. Asleep, it is absolutely saint-lite. 

BvMer. It reminds me of the faces of Chantry's Sleeping 
Children in Litchfield Cathedral. 

Seward. Composure is the word. Composuxe is mute 
Harmony.' 

Bulkr. It-may he so — hut you will not deny that his nose 
is just a minim too long, and his mouth, at this moment, just a 
minim too open, and the crow-feet — — 

Seward. Enhance the power of those large drooping eye- 
lids, heavy with meditation, of that high broad forehead, with 
the lines, not the wrinkles, of age. 

BvMer. He is much balder than he was on Decside. 

Seward. Or fifty years before. Tliey say that, in youth, 
the sight of his head of hair once silenced Mirabeau. 

BuUer. Why, Mirabeau's was black, and my grandmotlicr 
told me North's was yellow, or rather green, like a star. 

North. Your Grandmother, BuUer, was the finest woman 
of her time. 

BuUer. Sleepers hear. Sometimes a single word from with- 
out, reaching the spiritual region, changes by its touch the 
whole current of, their dreams. 

North. I once told you that, Builer. At present, I happen 
to be awake. But surely a man may sit on a swing-chair with 
his eyes shut, and his mouth open, without incurring the 
charge of somnolency. Where havo you been? 

Seward. You told us, sir, not to disturb you till two 

North. But where have you been? 

Seward. We have written our dispatches, read our London 
papers, and had a pull in ffutla percha to and from Port 
Sonachan. 

Noj-th. How does she pull? 

Bvlhr. Like a winner. I have written to the buiklcr — 
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Taylor of Newcastle— to match her against any craft of her keel 
in the kingdom. 

North. Sit down. Where are the Bojs ? 

Seward. Off hours ago to Kilchurn. They have just sig- 
nalized, " Two o'clock. 1 Salmo Ferox, lb. 12 ; 20 Yel- 
LOW-riNS, lb; 15 ; 6 Pike, lb. 36." 

North. And not bad sport, either. They know the dinner 
hour. Sevea sharp. 

Seward. They do, and they are not the lads to disregard 
orders. 

North. Four finer fellows are not in Christendom. 

Seward. May I presume to aisk, sir, what volumos these 
are lying open on your kuees? 

North. The Iliad, and Paradise Lost. 

Seward. I fear, sir, you may not be disposed to enlighten 
us, at this hour. 

North. But I am disposed to be enlightened. Osonians, 
and Double First-Class Men, nor truants since, you will find ia 
me a docile pupil rather than a Teacher. I am no great 
Grecian. 

Buller. But you are, m; and a fine old Trojan too, rae- 
thinks ! What audacious word has escaped my lips ! 

North. Epic Poetry I Tell but a Tale, and see Childhood— 
the harmless, the trustful, the wondering — listen, " afl ear ;" and 
so has the wilder and mightier Childhood of Nations listened, 
trustful, wondering, "all oar," to Tales lofty, profound — said, 
or, as Art grew up, sung. 

Seward. EHE, Say or Tell. 
Bidhr. AEl^iE, Sing. 

North. Yes, my lads, these were the received formulas of 
beseeching with which the Minstrels of Hellas invoked succor 
of the Divine Muse, when their burning tongue would fit well 
to the Harp transmitted Talcs, fraught with old heroic remem- 
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brance, with solemn belief, with oracular wisdom. EnE, Tell, 
Enox, The Talb. And when, step after step, the Harp model- 
ing the Terse, and the Verse charming power and beauty, and 
splendor, and pathos — lite a newly-created and newly- creating 
soul — into its ancestral Tradition — whoa insensibly the boniga 
Usurper, the Muse, bad made the magnificent dream rightly 
and wholly her owa at last. EIIOS, TnE Sung Tale. 
Homer, to all following ages the chief Master of Eloquence 
whether in Vorso or in Prose, has jet maintained the simplicity 
of Tdling. 

" For lie came beside tbe swift ships or tho AchEeans, 
Proposing to release hia daugtiler, and bringing imnieiise ransom; 
Having in his hand the fillet of Ihe far shooting Apollo, 
On the golden rod: and ho implored of the Aohceans, 
And tliesonsof Atteus, mostofali, the twoOri^Ierspf the People." 

These few words of a tongue stately, resplendent, sonorous, 
and numerovs, more than ours — ^and already the near Scaman- 
drian Field feels, and fears, and trembles. Milton ! The 
world has rolled round, and again round, from the day of that 
earliertothatof the later MjBOnides. All tlie soul- wealth hoarded 
n words, which merciful Time held aloft, unsubmerged by the 
Cothic, by the Ottoman inundation; all the light shrined in the 
Second, the Intellectual Ark that, divinely built and guided, 
rode tilting over the tempestuous waste of waters; all the mind, 
bred and fostered by new Europe, down to within two hundred 
years of this year that runs : these have put differences between 
the Iliad and the Paradise Lost, in matter and in style, 
which to state and illustrate would bold me speaking till 
sunset. 

Bailer. And us listening. 

mnh. The Eall of Hector and of his Troy ! The Fall of 
Adam and of his World ! 
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BuUer. WksX concise expression ! Midtam in parvo, in- 
deed, Seward. 

Mirth. Men and gods mingled in glittering conflict upon 
the ground that spreads between Ida's foot and the Hellespont ! 
At tte foot of the Omnipotent Throne, archangels and angels 
distracting their native Heaven with arms, and Heaven dis- 
burthening her lap of her self-lost sons for the poopliug of 
Hell! 

Setvard. Hush ! Buller, hush ! 

North. In way of an Episode — yes, an Episode — see the 
Seventh Book, our Visible Universe willed into being ! 

Seward. Hush ! Buller, hush I 

North. For a few risings and settings of yon since-bedimmed 
Sun, Love and celestial Bliss dwelling amidst the shades and 
flowers of Eden yet sinless — then from a more fatal apple, 
JJisoord clashing into and subverting the harmonies of Ci-eation. 

^nd Miserj, 



The Biad, indeed! 

Seward. I wish you could be persuaded, sir, to give us an 
edition of Milton. 

North. No. I must not take it out of the Doctor's hands. 
Then, as to Milton's style. If the Christian Theologian must 
he held bold who has dared to mis the Delivered Writings with 
his own inventions — bold, too, was he, the heir of the mind that 
was nursed in the Aristotelian Schools, to unite, as he did, on 
the other hand, the gait of an understanding aeoomplished in 
logic, with the spontaneous and unstudied step of Poetry. The 
style of Milton, gentlemen, has been praised for simplicity ; and 
it is true that the style of the Paradise Losfe-has often an austere 
wmplicity; but one sort of it you miss — the proper epic simpli- 
city — that Homeno simplicity of the Telling. 
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Seward. Perhaps, sir, in such a Poem such simplicity could 
not bo. 

North. Perhaps not. Homer adds thought to thought, and 
so builds up. Milton involves thought with thought, and bo 
conatnicts. Relation Is with him argumentative also, and His- 
tory both Philosophy and Oratory. This was unavoidable. He 
brought the mind of the latter age to the Form of Composition 
produced by the primitive time. Again, the stylo is fitted to 
the general inteution of a Poem essentially didactic and argu- 
mentative. Again, the style is personal to himself. He has 
learnedly availed himself of all antecedent art — minutely availed 
himself, yet he la no imitator The style is lihe Eo other, 
it is intensely and completely original It expresses hirasdf 
Lofty, capacious, acute, luminous, thoroughly disciplined, 
ratiocinative powers wonderfully blend their action with an 
imagination of the most delicate and profound sensibility to the 
beautiful, and of a sublimity that no theme can Pxiel 

Seuaid 1.01 d Bacon, sir, I believe, has defined Poetiy, 
Feigned History — has he not ? 

NoUli. He has, and no wonder that he thought much of 
" Feigned History," for he had a view to Epos and Tragedy, the 
Iliad and Odyssey, the Atlio Theatre, the ^neid, Dan to, Ariosto, 
Tasso, the RomaQoes of Chivalry ; moreover, the whole immense 
Greek Fable, whereof part and parcel remain, but more is 
perished. Which fables, you know, existed, and were trans- 
mitted in Prose — that is, by Oral Tradition in the words of the 
relatqr— long before they came into Homeric Verse, or any verse. 
He saw, Seward, the Memory of Mankind possessed by two 
kinds of history, both onco alike credited True History which 
remains True History, and rabulous History, now acknowledged 
as Pootry only. It is no w nder that oih^ Poetry vanished 
from importance in his eitimiti n 

BuUer. I follow you, sir w th s mi, d fficulty. 
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NorilL You may with ease. Fabulous History ii olds place, 
side by aide, with Trae History, as a rival in dignity, credence, 
and power, and in peopling the Earth with Persons and Events. 
For, of a verity, the Personages and Events created by Poesy 
hold place in our Mind, not in our imagination only, but ia 
our understanding, along witii events and personages K' 



Seward. An impoang Parallelism I 

Mrfk. It is; but does it hold good? Aud if it does, with 
what limitations ? 

Seward. With what limitations, sir? 

North. I wish Lord JSaoon were here, that I might ask him 
to explain. Tale Homer and Thuoydides, the Hiad aud the 
History of the Peloponnesian War. Wo thus sever, at the 
widest, the Telling of Calliope from the Telling of Clio, holding 
each at the height of honor. 

Bulhr. At the widest? 

Mnh. Yes; for how far from Thucydides is, at once, the 
Book of the Games ! Look through the Hiad, and see how much 
and minute picturing of a world with which the Historian had 
nothing to do I Shall the Historian, in Prose, of the Ten Years' 
War, stop to describe the IPuneral Games of a Patroclus f Yes ; 
if he stop to describe the Burying of every Hero who falls. 
But the Historian in Prose assumes that a People know their 
own Manners, and therefore he omits painting their manners to 
themselves. The Historian in verse assumes the same thing, 
and, therefore, strange to say, he paints the manners ! See, 
then, in the Eiad, how much memorizing of a whole departed 
scheme of human existence, with which the Prose Historian had 
nothing to do, the Historian in regulated Metre has had tho in- 
spiration and the skill to inweave in the narrative of his ever- 
advancing Action. 

BuUm: Would his lordship were with ua! 
4* 
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North. Give allt his to — the HbxaMeidr. Remember 
always, my, dear Seward, the stield of Achilles — itself a world in 
miniature, a compendium of the world. 

Seward. Of the Uniyerse. 

Nbi-th. Eyen so; for Sun, and Mooa, and Stars are there, 
Astronomy and all the learned sisterhood ! 

Sewafd. Then to what species of narratiye in prose, to one 
removed at what interval from the history of the Peloponnesian 
War, helongs that scene of Helen on tie Walls of Troy? That 
scene at the Sctean gate? In the tout of AchDles, where 
Achilles sits, and Priam kneels? 

North. Good. The general difference is obyiously this, 
Publicity almost solely stamps the Thueydidean story — Privacy, 
raore than in equal part, interfused with Publicity, the Homeric. 
You must allow Publicity and Privacy to signify, besides that 
which is done in public and in private, that which proceeds of 
the Public and of the Private will. 

Seward. In other words, if I apprehend you aright, the 
Theme given being some affair of Public moment, Proso tends 
to gather up the acts of the individual agents, under general 
aspects, into masses. 

North. Jnst so. Verse, whenever it dare, resolves the 
mass of action into the individual acts, puts aside the collective 
doer — the Public, and puts forward individual persons. Glory, 
I say again, to the Hexameter ! 

BiiUer. Glory to the Hexameitie ! The Hexameter, like 
the Queen, has done it all. 

North. Or lot us return to the Paradise Lost ! If the 
mustering of the Fallen Legions in the First Book — if the In- 
fernal Council held in the Second — if the Angelic Eebellion 
and Warfare in the Fifth and Sixth — resemble Public History, 
civil and military, as we commonly speak — if the Seventh 
Book, relating the Creation by deecribing the kinds created, 
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be the assTimption into Heroic Poetry of Natural History — to 
what kind of History, I earnestly ask you both, does that scene 
belong, of Eve's relation of her droam, in the Fifth Book, and 
Adam's consolation of her uneaaineas under its inyolnntarysin? 
To what, ia tie Fourth Book, her own innocent relation of hor 
first impressions upon awaiing into Life and Consciousness? 

Buller. Ay ! — to what kind of History ? More easily asked 
than answered. 

North. And Adam's relation to the Affable Archangel of 
his own suddenly-dawned morning from the night of non-ex- 
istence, aptly and happily crowned upon the relation made to 
him by Eaphael in the Seventh Book of Ms own forming under 
the Omnipotent Handf 

Seward. Simply, I venture to say, sir, to the most interior 
autobiography — to that confidence of audible words, which 

flows when the face of a friend sharpens the heart of a man 

and Raphael was Adam's Friend. 

North. Seward, you are right. You speak well — as you 
always do — when you choose. Behold, then, I beseech you, the 
oomprehendingpoworof that little magical band — Our Accent- 
ual lamhic Pentameter. 

Seward, " Glory be Willi them, and eternal praise, 

Of Truth, and pure Delight hy heavenly lays.^' 

North. Glory to Verse, for its power is great. Man from 
the garden in Eden, to the purifying by fire of tho redcomed 
Earth — the creation of things visible — Angels Upright and 
Fallen — and Higher than Angela — all the Eegions of Space — 
Infinitude and Eternity — the Universality of Being — this is the 
copious matter of the Song. And herein there is place found, 
proper, distinct, and large, and prominent, for that whispered 
call to visit, in the freshness of morning, the dropping Myrrh — 
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to atudj tlie opening beauty of the Flowers—to wateli tLe Bee 
ia her sweet labor — which tenderly diaaipates from tho lida of 
Eye her ominouslj-troubled aleep — free room, for two tears, 
which, fallitig from a woman's ejea, are wiped with her hair — 
and for two more, which her pitying husband kisses away ere 
they iail. All these things Verse diapoaea, and compoaea, in 
One Presentment. 

BvMer. Glory to Yerso, for ita power is great — ^glory to 
our Aceeniual lamlic Pmtameter. 

Nm-lh. Let us return to the Iliad, The Iliad is a history 
told by a mind that is arbiter, to a certain extent only, of ita 
own facts. For Homer takes his decennial War and its Heroes, 
nay, the tenor of the story too, from long-descended Tradition. 
To his cotemporary conntijmen he appears as a Hiatoriau — 
not feigning, but commemorating and glorifying, transmitted 

Seward. Ottfried Miiller, asking how far Homer is tied 
up in his Traditions, ventures to anspeot that the names of the 
Heroes whom Achillea kills, in such or such a flglit, are all 
traditionary. 

Norih. Where, then, is tho Feigned History ? Lord Bacon, 
Ottfried Miiller, and Jacob Bryant, arc here not in the main 
unagreed. " I nothing doubt," says Bacon, " but the Fables, 
which Homer having received, transmits, had originally a pro- 
found and excellent aense, although I greatly doubt if Homer 
any longer knew that sense." 

BuUer. What right, may I ask, had Lord Bacon to doubt, 
and Ottfried Miiller to auapeot 

Nm-ffi. Smoke your cigar. Ottfried Miiller 

Buller. Whew !— poo ! 

N<rr^. Ottfried Miiller imagines that there was in Greece 
a pre-Homeric Age, of which the principal intellectual employ- 
ment was Myth-making. And Bryant, we know, shocked the 
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opmion of Lia own day by referring tie War of Troy to 
Mythology. Now, observe, Buller, how there is feigning and 
feigning — Poet after Poet — and the Poem that comes to ns at 
last is the Poem of Homer; but in truth., of successive ages, 
ending in Homer 

Seward. Who was then a real living flesh and blood Indi- 
vidual of the human species. 

Ifwik That he was ■ 

Seward. And wrote the Iliad. 

Horlh. That he did — but how I have hinted rather than 
told. In the Paradise Lost, the part of Milton is, then, in- 
finitely bolder than Homer's in the Diad. He is far more of 
a Creator. 

Seward. Can an innermost bond of Unity, sir, be shown 
for the Iliad ? 

Mirth. Yes. The Iliad ib a Tale of a Wrong 
BiOHTED. Zeus, upon the secret top of Olympus, decrees this 
Righting with bis omnipotent Nod. Upon the top of Ida he 
conducts it. But that is done, and the Fates resume their 
tenor, Hector falls, and Troy shall faO. That is again the 
EiGHTiNG or A Wrong, done amongst men. This is the 
broadly-written admonition : " Discite Justitiam." 

Seioard. You are always great, sir, on Homer. 

North. Agamemnon, ia insolence of self-will, offends Chryses 
and a God. He refused Chryses— He robs Achilles, In 
Agamemnon the Insolence of Human Self-will is bumbled, first 
under the hand of Apollo — then of Jupiter — say, altogether, 
of Heaven. He suffers and submits. And now Achilles, who 
has no less interest in the Courts of Heaven than Chryses — 
indeed higher — in over-weening anger fashions out a redress 
for himself which the Father of Gods and Men grants, And 
what follows? Agamemnon again suffers and submits. For 
Achilles — Patroclus' bloody corse ! Ktitai TlttipaxMs — that is 
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the voice that rings ! Now lie accepts the proffered reconciliation 
of Agamemnon, before scornfully refused; and iu the son of 
Thetia, too, the insolence of Human Self-will is chastened under 
the hand of Heaven. 

Seward. He suffers, hut submits uot till Hector lies trans- 
fixed — till Twelve Hoble youths of the Trojans and their Allies 
have hied on Patroclus' Pyre. And does he submit thenf 
No. For twelve days ever and anon he drags the insensible 
corse at his horses' heels round that sepulchral earth. 

BuUer. Mad, if ever a man was. 

North. The Gods murmur — and will that the \ 
Eevenge coase. Jove sends Thetis to him — and what n 
messenger for minister of mercy than a mother to her son ! 
God-bidden by that voice, he submits — he remits his Eevenge. 
The Human Will, infuriated, bows under the Heavenly, 

Sewwrd. Touched by the prayers and the sight of that 
kneeling gray-haircd Eather, ho has given him back his dead 
son — and from the ransom a costly pall of honor, to hide the 
dead son from the father's eyes — and of his own Will and 
Power Twelve Days' truce: and the days have expired, and 
the Funeral is performed — and the pyre is burned out — and 
the mound over the slayer of -Patroclus is heaped— and the 
Iliad is done — and this Moral indelibly writes itself on the 
heart — the words of Apollo in that Council — 

Tkijiov yap Qv/ioy Moipo£ Q^jj^otoii' fSuixot, 

The Fates have appointed to moetals a Spirit that 
shall submit and endure. 

Nm-ih. Eight and good. T^i^rov is more than "shall 
Buffer." It is, that shall accept suffering — that shall lear. 

Seward. Compare this one Verso and the Twenty-four 
Books, and you have the poetical simplicity and the poetical 
multiplicity side by side. 
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Buller. Right and good. 

Nftrth. Yea, my frieuda, the teaching of the Iliad is Pioty 
to the Gods — 

Seward, Kcverenoo for the rights of Men — 

North. A Will humbled, conformed to the Will of Heaven. 

Stiller. That the Earth ia justly governed. 

North. Dim foreahado wings, wliicli Milton, T donht not, 
discerned and cherisked. The Iliad waa the natural and 
Spiritual father of the Paradise Lost — 

Seward. And the son is greater than the sire. 

North. I see in the Iliad the love of Homer to Greece and 
to humankind. He was a legislator to Greece before Solon 
and Lyourgua — greater than either— after the manner fabled 
of Orpheua. 

Seward. Sprung from tiie bosom of heroic life, the Iliad 
asked Iieroic listeners. 

North. See with what large-hearted love lie draws the Men 
— Hector, and Priam, and Sarpedon — as well as the Woman 
Andromache — ^enemiea! Can he ao paint humanity and not 
humanize ? He humanizes m«— who have literature and refined 
Greece and Eome — who have Spenser, and Sbaltspeare, and 
Milton — who arc Ohristendoni. 

Seward. He loves the Inferior creatures, and the face of 
nature. 

North. The Hiad has been called a Song of War. I see in 
it — a Song of Peace. Think of all the 0ery Iliad ending in — 
B«conciled Submission ! 

Seward. " Murder Impoasftbility," and believe that there 
might have been an Iliad or a Paradiae Lost in Prose. 

North. It could never have been, by human power, our 
Paradise Lost. What would have become of the Seventh 
Book? This is now occupied with describing the Six Days of 
Creation. A few verses of the First Chapter of Genesis ex- 
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tended into so many hundred linea. The Book, as it stands, 
has full poetical reason. First, it has a sufficient motive. 
It founds the esistenee of Adam and Eve, which is otherwise 
not duly led to. The revolted Angels, you know, have fallen, 
and the Almighty will create a new race of worshippers to 
supply their place — Mankind, 

Sewa/rd, For this race that is to be created, a Homo ia 
previously to be huilt — or this World ia fo be created. 

North., I initiated you into Milton nearly thirty years ago, 
my dear Seward; and I rejoice to find that you still have him 
by heart. Between fie fall of the Angels, and that inhabiting 
of Paradise by our first parents, which is largely related by 
Rapliael, there would be in the history which the poem under- 
takes, an unfilled gap and blank without this book. The chaia 
s which ia unrolled would be broken—interrupted — 



Seward. And, sir, when Eaphael has told the Rebellion and 
Fail of the Angels, Adam, with a natural movement of curiosity, 
asks of this "Divine Interpreter" how this frame of things 
began ? 

North. And Raphael answers by declaring at large the 
Purpose and the Manner. The Mission of Raphael is to 
strengthen, if it be practicable, the Human Pair in their 
obedience. To this end, how apt his discourse, showing bow 
dear they are to the Universal Maker, bow eminent in hia 
Universe ! 

Seward. The causes, then, of the Archangelic Narrative 
abound. And the personal interest with which the Two Audit- 
ors must hear such a revelation of wonders from such a Speaker, 
and that so intimately concerns themselves, falls nothing short 
of what Poetry justly requires in relations put into the moutH 
of the poetical Persons. 

N<yrlh. And can the interest — not now of Raphael's, but 
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of Milton's "fit audience" — be sustiuned throughout? Tlie 
answer is triumphant. The Book is, from be^nning to end, 
a stream of Ihe most beautiful descriptive Poetry that exists. 
Not, however, mind you, Seward, of stationary description. 

Seward. Sir? 

Nortli. A proceeding work is described; and the ^ool^ 'S 
replete and alive with motion — with progress — with action — 
yes, of action — of an order unusual indeed to the Epos, but 
unexcelled in dignity — the Creative Action of Deity ! 

Seward. What should hinder, then, but that thk same 
Seventh Book should have been written in Prose ? 

Mrlh. Why this only — that without Verse it could not 
have been read! The Verse makes present. You listen with 
Adam and Eve, and you hear the Archangel. In Prose this 
illusion could not have been carried through such a subject- 
matter. The amdiiio sine ^tH non of the Book was the 
ineffable charm of the Description. But what would a series 
of botanical and zoolo^cal descriptions, for instance, have been, 
in Proso? The mmda vis that is in Verse is the quickening 
spirit of the whole. 

BuUer. But who doubts it? 

Korih. Lord Bacon said that Poetry— that is, Feigned His- 
tory — might be worded in Prose, And it may be; but how 
inadequately is known to "Us Three. 

Bulhr. And to all the world. 

JVortA. No—nor, to the million who do know it, so well as 
to Us, nor the reason why. But hear me a moment longer. 
Wordsworth, in his famous Preface to the Lyrical Ballads, 
asserts that the language of Prose and the language of Verse 
differ but in this — that in Verse there is metre — and metre 
he calls an adjunct. With all reverence, I say that metre is 
not an adjunctr— but vitality and essence; and that verse, in 
virtue thereof, so transfigmes language, that it ceases to be tho 
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language of prose as spoken, out of verse, by any of the chil- 
dren of men. 

Seward. RemoYO the metre, and the language will not he 
the language of Prose ? 

North. Not — if you remove the metre only — and leave 
otherwise the order of the words— the collocation unchanged — 
and unchanged any one of the two hundred figures of speech, 
one and all of which are differently presented in the language 
of Verse from what they are in Proae. 

Seward. It must be so. 

Norlli. The fountain of Law to Composition m Prose is the 
tjnderstaading. The fountain of Law to Composition in Verse 
is the Will. 

Semard. ? 

North. A discourse in prose resembles a chaia. The sen- 
tences are the successive links — all holding to oue another 
and holdmg one another. All is hound. 

Seward. Well ? 

North. A discourse in verse resembles a billowy sea. The 
Yerses are the waves that rise and fall — to our oppreheDsion — 
eaoh by impulse, life, will of its own. All is free. 

Seward. Ay. Now your meaning emerges. 

Nwtk. £ profandis damavi. In eloquent prose, the feehng 
fits itself into the process of the thinking. In true verse, the 
thinking fits itself into the process of the feeliag. 

Seward. I perpend. 

North. In prose, the general distribuUon and composition 
of the matter belong to the reign of Nece^ty. The order of 
the parts, and the connection of part with part, are obliged — 
logically justifiable— say, then, are demonstrable. See an 
Oration of Demosthenes. In verse, that distribution and com- 
position belong to the reign of Liberty. That order and eon- 
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nection are arbitrary — passionately justifiable — say, then, are 
delectable See an Ode of Pindar. 

Seward Piiblioh — publJsh. 

NoTth In pjose the style is last — in Terse first; in prose 
the sense eontioh the sound — in verse the sound the senBe; in 
prose you sppak — m verse you sing; in prose you live in the 
abstract — in verae in the concrete; in prose you present motions 
—in verse visions; in prose you expound — in verse you en- 
chant; in prose it is much if now and then you are held in the 
sphere of the fascinated senses — in verse if of the calm under- 



Biiller. Will you have the goodness, sir, to say all that over 
again? 

JVorth. I have forgot it. 'Xhe lines in the oounfenanoe of 
Prose are austere. The look is shy, reserved, governed — like 
the fixed steady lineaments of mountains. The hues that suf- 
fuse the face of her sister Veiso vary faster than tJiose with 
which the western or the eastern sky iiiomentlj reports the 
progress of the sinking, of the fallen, but not yet lostj of the 
coming or of the risen sun, 

BvMer. I have jotted that down, sir. 

North. And I hope you will come lo understand it. Can- 
didly speaking, 'tis more than I do. 

Seward. I do perfectly — and it is as true as beautiful, sir. 

BvMer. Equally so. 

NorSi. I venerate Wordsworth. Wordsworth's poetry stands 
distinct in the world. That which to other men is an occasional 
pleasure, or possibly delight, and to other poets an occasional 
transport, the seeing this visible universe, is to him — a 
Life — one Individual Human Life — namely, his Own — travel- 
ing its whole journey from tbo Cradle to the Grave. And that 
Life — for what else could he do with it? — ho has verified — 
sung. And there is no other such Song. It is a Memorable 
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Fact of our Civilization — a Memorable Fact in the History of 
Human Kind — that one perpetual song. Perpetual but infi- 
nitely various — as a river of a thousand miles, traversing, from 
its birthplace in the mountains, diverse regions, wild and in- 
habited, to the ocean receptaole. 

Sullm: Confoundedly prosaic at times. 

North. He, more than any other true poet, approaches Verse 
to Prose — never, I believe, or hardly ever, quite blends them. 

Buller. Often — often — often, my dear sir. 

NorOt. Seldom — seldom — seldom if ever, my dear sir. He 
lells his Life. Ilis Poems are, of necessity, an Autobiography. 
The matter of them, then, is bis personal reality; but Prose 
is, aJl over and properly, the language of Personal Eealitiea. 
Even with him, however, so peculiarly conditioned, and, as 
well as I am able to understand his Proposition, against his 
own Theory of writing, Verse maintains, as by the laws of our 
inauppressible nature it always will maintain, its sacred Eight 
and indefeasible Prerogative. 

To conclude our & 

Bulkr. Or. 

North. Epos is Human History in its magnitude in Verso. 
In Prose, National History offers itself in parallelism. The 
coincidence is broad and unquestioned; but on closer inspection, 
differences great and innumerable spring up and unfold them- 
selves, until at last you might aJraost persuade yourself that 
the first striking resemblance deceived you, and that the two 
species lack analogy, so many other kinds docs the Species in 
Verse embosom, and so escaping are the lines of agreement in 
the instant in which you attempt fixing them. 

BiJier. Would that Lord Bacon were here ! 

Mn-ik. And thus we are led to a deeper truth. The Metrical 
Epos imitates History, without doubt, as Lord Bacon says — it 
borrows thence its mould, not rigorously, but with t 
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bold Mid free adaptations, as the Hiad unfolds the Ten Years' 
"War ia Seven Weeka. But for the Poet, mora than another, 

ALL IS IN ALL. 

SewM-d. Sir? 

Mrih. What is the Paradise Lost, ultimately considered? 

BuUer. Ohl 

IfortJi. It is, my friends, the arguing in verse of a question 
in Naturfd Theology. Whence axe Wrong and Pain? Moral 
and Physical Evil, as we call them, in all their overwhelming 
extent of complexity spruKg ? How permitted in the Kingdom 
of an Ali-wise and Almighty Love? To this question, con- 
cerning the origin of Evil, Milton answers as a Christian 
Theologian, agreeably to his own understanding of his Keli- 
gion — so justifying the Universal Government of God, and, 
in partionlar, his Government of Man. The Poem ia, there- 
fore, Theological, Argumentative, Didactic, in Epic Form. 
Being in the constitution of his soul a Poet, mightiest of the 
mighty, the intention is hidden in the Form. The Verse has 
transformed the matter. Now, then, the Paradise Lost is not 
history told for ifeelf. But this One Truth, ia two answering 
Propositions, that the Will of Man spontaneously consorting 
with God's Will is Man's Good, spontaneously dissenting, Man's 
Evil. This is created into an awful and solemn narrative of a 
Matter exactly adapted, and long since authoritatively lold. 
But this Truth, springing up in the shape of narrative, will 
now take its own determination into Events of unsurpassed 
magnitude, now of the tenderest individuality and minuteness; 
and all ia, hence, in keeping — as one power of life springs up 
on one spot, in oak-tree, moss, and violet, and the difference 
of stature, thus understood, gives a deep harmony, so deep and 
embracing, that none without injury to the whole eould he 
taken away. 

Bviler. What's all this ! Hang that Drone— confound that 
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Ciianter. Burst, thou most unseasonable of Bagpipes ! Silence 
that dreadful Drum. Draw ia your Horns — 

Seward. Musketry! cajinonl huzza! The enemy are storming 
the Camp. The Delhis bear down on the Pavilion. The life 
is in danger. Let us save the King. 

North. See to it, gentlemen. I await the issue in my 
Swing-chair. Let the Barbarians bat look ou me and their 
weapons will drop. 

BuUer. All's right. A false alarm. 

North. There was no alarm. 

Bdler. 'Twas but a Salute. The Boys have come back 
from Kilohuro. They are standing in front beside the spoil. 

North. Widen tho Portal. Artistdcaliy disposed ! The 
wliole like one hugo Star-fish. Salmo feros, centre — Pike, 
radii — ^Yellow-flna, circumference — Weight I should say the 
tenth of a ton, Call the Manciple, Manoiploj you arc re- 
sponsible for the preservation of that Star-fish. 

Buller. Sir, you forget yourself. Tho People must be fed. 
We are Seven. Twelve are on tho troop roll — ^Nine strangers 
have sent in thoir cards — the Gillies are growing upon us — 
the Camp-followers have. doubled the population since morn, 
and the circumambient Natives are wasing. strong. Hunger 
is in the Camp — but for this supply Famine; IJiaeos intra 
mwros pECCATUE ef extra; Dods reports that tie Boiler is 

wroth, the furnace at a red heat, Pots and Pans a-simmer 

the Culinary Spirit impatient to be at work, la suck circum- 
stances, the tenth of a ton ia no great matter; but it is better 
than nothing. The mind of the Manciple may lie at rest, for 
tiat Star-fish will never see to-morrow's Sun; and motionless 
as he looks, he is hastening to the Shades. 

North. Sir, you forget yourself. There is other animal 
matter in the world besides Fish. No penury of it in camp. 
I have hero the Manciple's report. "One dozen plucked 
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Earocts— one ditto ditto Ducklings — d d d Miith ("tirk— 
one Bubblyjook — one bide of Mutton — foui Neckh — iix blieep 
heads, and their eomplement of Trotters — two Sheep, just 
slaughtered and yet m wholes — four Lambs ditto — the lite 
Gladich-Oalf— one small Stit — two lb 40 Rounds m pickle — ■ 
four Miscellaneous Pies of the Fust Older- — iiK Hims — four 
dozen of Ecin-deet Tongues — one djzen of Bears' Paws — two 
Barreb of " 

Butler. Stop- Let that suffice for the meanwhile. 

North. The short shadow-hand on the face of Dial-Cruaotan, 
to ray instructed sense, stands at six. Ton young Oxonians, 
I know, always adorn for dinner, even when ronghjng it on 
service; and so, V. and W. do you. Those two elderly gen- 
tlemen here are seen to most advantage in white neckcloths, 
and the old one is never so like himself as in a suit of black 
velvet. To your tents and toilets. In an hour we meet in 
the — Deeside. 
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Encampmemt at Oladich. Time — Eleven. A. M, 

Scene — The Portal of the Pavilion. 

North — Btillee — Seward . 

BuMer. I know there is nothing you dislike so much aa 
personal ot«ervations 

JVhrth. On myself to myself — not at all on others. 

Buller. Yet I cannot help telling jou to your face, air, 
that you are one of the finest looking old men 

Noi-th. Elderly gentlemen, if you please, sir. 

Buller. In Britain, in Europe, in the World. I am per- 
fectly serious, sir. Yon are. 

North. You needed not to say you were perfectly serious; 
for I suffer no man to he ironical oa Mo, Mr. Buller. I am. 

Bidler. Such a change since we came to Cladieh ! Seward 
was equally shocked, with myself, it joui looks on board the 
Steamer. So lean — so bent— so sdlow — so Laggard— in a 
word — so aged ! 

North. Were jo« shoiked, fcewird ' 

Seward. BuUei has such i blunt wiy witli him that he 
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often makes mo blust. I was not sliookeil, my dear sir, but I 
was affected. 

BvUer. Turning to me, he said in a whisper, " What a 
wreck !" 

NortJi. I saw little alteration on jou, Mr. Seward; but aa 
to Duller, it was with tie utmost difficulty I could be brought, 
by his reiterated asseverations, into a sort of quasi-belief in his 
personal identity; and even now, it is far from amounting to 
anything like a settled conTietion. Why, his face is twice the 
breadth it used to be — and so red ! It used to be narrow .and 
pale. Then, what a bushy head — ^now cocker it as he wil!, 
bald. In figure wa m. Hf 
Stout — stoiit — yes, B 
grow stouter — your d m t — 

BuUer. Spare m — , m S 

have interrupted me — firs — an 

wore off— those Edin m to — 

unmercifully wearing ss — 

since you came to Cli hr er hi 

■ — pardon my famili — ca m tc 

inspection, ind sevei g 

wrinkle on face or f — hi all — 

on? — so fresh of to! 11 

r id ly — and without tom 

tenanco absolutely — Y p m — 

pi imj pi mp, plump. 

j\ th Now you speai sensibly, and like yourself, my dear 
Euller I wear well. 

B lie Your enemies circulated a report — 

MirtJi I did not think I had an enemy in the world. 

Bullei Your friends, sir, had heard a rumor — that you 
h*i 1 n inted a wig. 

\lj (7 And was there, among them all, one so weak- 
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miudud as to believe it? But to be sure, tbero are no bounds 
to the credulity of luanltind. 

Bulhr. That you had lost your hair — and that, like 
Samaou — 

North. And by what Delilah had my looks been shorn? 

Seward. It all originated, I verily believe, air, ia the moved 
imagination of the Pensive Public : 

"Res est soiioiti plena tiinoris Amor." 

North. BuUer, I sec little, if any — no change whatever — 
on you, since the days of Deeside — nor on you, Seward. Yes, 
I do. Not now, when by youtsehes; but when your boys are 
in Tent, ah ! then I domdecd — a pleasant, a happy, a blessed 
change ! Bright boys they are — delightful lads — noble youths 
— and so are my Two — empbaas on mi/ — 

Sevjard and Bv.lhr. Yes, all emphasis, and may the Four 
be friends for life. 

North. In presence of us old folks, composed and respect- 
ful — in manly modesty attentive to every word we say — at 
times no doubt wearisome enough ! Yet ea^jh ready, at a look 
or pause, to join in when we are at our gravest — and the 
solemn may be getting duO — enlivening the sleepy flow of our 
conversation as with rivulets issuing from pure sources in the 
hiDa of the morning — 

Seward. Ay — ay; heaven bless them all! 

North. Why, there is more than sense — more than talent 
— there is gmiius among them — in their eyes and on their 
tongues — though they have no suspicion of it — and that is the 
charm. Then how they rally one another! Witty fellows all 
Four. And the right sort of raillery. Gentlemen by birth 
and breeding, to whom in their wildest sallies vulgarity is im- 
possible — to whom, on the giddy brink — the perilous edge- 
still adheres a native decorum superior to that of all the Schools. 
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They have their faults, sir — 
North. 80 have we. And 'tis well for us. Without faults 
we ehould be unloTablo. 

Seioard. In affection I spake. 

North. I liQow joa did. There ia no such hateful sight 
on earth as a perfect character. He is one mass of corruption 
— for he is a hypocrite — intus et in aUe — hy the necessity of 
nature. The moment a perfect character enters a room — I 
leave it. 

Seward. What if jou happened to live ia the neighborhood 
of the nuisance? 

Mrlh. Emigrate, Or remain here — encamped for life — 
with imperfect characters — till the orders should issue — Strike 
Tent. 

Butler. Mj Boy haa a temper of his own. 

North. Original — or acquired ? 

Btdler. Naturally sweet-bloodedi — assuredly by the mother's 
side — but in her goodness she did all she could to spoil him. 
Some excuse — We have but Marmy, 

North. And his father, naturally not quite so sweet-blooded, 
does all he can to preserve him? Between the two, a pretty 
Pickle he is.. Has thine a temper of his own, too, Seward? 

Seward. Hot. 

North. Hereditary, 

Seward. No — North. A milder, meeker, Christiaa Lady 
than his mother is not in England. 

North: I confess I was at the moment not thinking of 
his mother. But somewhat too much of this. I hereby 
authorize the Boys of this Empire to have what tempers they 
choose — with one sole exception — The Sulkt. 

Bailer. The Edict is promulged. 

North. Once, and once only, during one of the longest and 
best-spent lives on record, was I in the mood proscribed — and 
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it endured most part of a whole day. The Anniversary of that 
day I observe, ia severest solitude, with a salutary horror. 
And it is my Birthday. Ask me not, my friends, to reveal 
the Cause. Aloof from oonfession hefore man — we must keep 
to ourselves — as John Foster says — a corner of our own souls. 
A black corner it is — and outer it with or withont a light — ■ 
you see, here and there, something dismal — hideous — shape- 
less — nameless — each lying in its own place on the floor. 
There lies the Cause. It was the morning of ray Niuth Year. 
As I kept sitting high upstairs by myself — one famiKar faco after 
another kept ever and anon looking iu upon, me — all with one 
expregsionl And one familiar voice after another — all with 
one ton&— kept muttering at me — "Se's •itillin the Sulks!" 
How I hated them with an intenser hatred — and chief them I 
before had loved best — at each opening and each shutting of 
that door ! How I hated myself, as my blubbered face felt 
hotter and hotter — and I knew how ngly I must bo, with my 
fised fiery eyes. It was painful to sit on snch a chair for 
hours in one posturo, and to have so chained a child would 
have been great cruelty — ^but I was resolved to die, rather than 
change it; aad had I been told by any one under an angel to 
get up and go to play, I would have spat in his face. It was 
a lonesome attic, and I had the fear of ghosts. But not then — 
my superstitious fancy was quelled by my troubled heart. 
Had I not deserved to be allowed to go? Did they not all 
know that all my happiness in this life depended on my being 
allowed to go ? Could any one of them give a reason for not 
allowing me to go? What right had they to say that if I did 
go, I should never be able to find my way, by myself, back? 
What right had they to say that Eoundy was a blackguard, 
and that he would lead me to the gallows f Never before, in 
all the world, had a good boy been used so on his birthday. 
They pretend to be sorry when I am sick — and when I say my 
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prayers, they say theirs too; but I am sioker now — and they 
are not Sony, but angry — there's no use in prayers — and I 
won't i-ead one verse in the Bible this night, should my aunt 
go down on her knees. And in the midst of such nnwordud 
soliloquies did the young bhtphemer fall asli^ep 
SmIUv. \ Clnst ph N till I in 

North. Ikw thwl Islptbt \ I 

saw ananglwth mtb&tflf dmtb tfl 

hair — a littl J g g 1 — b t th roy If — 

Hitting on t 1 by my f t A j j te w 11 w 
Christophe ? L t I th m 1 w 1 j, th fl w 

Shame, Borr w m t t m to m w th th se 



innooent wo do — w w jt t 


th 11 w 


mf t 1 ] 


have been f 1 — b t y 


f h 


D 11 th 


stairs hand h d w gl d d 


dth w 


1 g 


in any eye — th wh 1 h 


w h piy 


ill w 


tinder— if th t w p bl — 


th tl J h d b 


wh I 


in the mom — B y h 


N tl 1 


I t 1 h J 


smoothed my h r — p t 1 


Ip k d t 


— 1 p t I 



greetings, only a little more cheerful than prayers, restored me 
to the Love I had never lost, and which I felt now had animated 
that brief and just displeasure. I had never heard then of 
Eljaian fields; but I had often heard, and often had dreamt 
happy, happy dreams of fields of light in heaven. And such 
looked the fields to be, where fairest Mary Gordon and I 
gathered flowers, and spoke to the birds, and to one another, 
all day long — and again, when the day was gone, and the 
evening going, on till moontime, below and among the soft- 
burning stars. 

Bulkr. And never has Ohristoplter been in (he Sulks since 
that day. 

North. Under heaven I owe it all to that child's eyes. 
Still I sternly keep the Anniversary — for, beyond doubt, I was 
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that day possessed with a Devil — and an angel it was, thougli 
hamaD, tliat drove him out, 

Seward. Your first Loye f 

North. Id a weeli she was m heaven, Sly friends — va 
cliildhood — our whole future life would somefime'i seem to be 
at the mercy of such small events is these Small call them 
not — for they are great for good or foi evil — becaiMe of the un- 
fathomable mysteries that lie shrouded m the growth, on 
eartH, of an immortal soul. 

Seimrd. May I dare to asi you, sir — it is indeed a deli- 
cate — a more than delicate question — if the Anniversary — has 
been broughtrcund with the levolving year since we encamped? 

Mrik. It has. 

Seward. Ah! Buller! we know now the reason of his al>- 
sence that day from the Pavilion and Dceside — of his utter 
seclusion — he was doing penance in the Swiss Giants^ — a 
severe sojourn. 

North. A Good Temper, friends — not a good Conscience — 
is the Blessing of Life. 

Btdler. Shocked to hear you say so, sir. Unsay it, my 
dear air — unsay it — pernicious doctrine. It may get abroad. 

North. The Sulks! — the CBLEsriAts. The Sulks are 
hell, sirs — the Celestials, by tic very name, heaven. I take 
temper in its all-embracing sense of Physical, Mental, and 
Moral Atmosphere. Pure and serene — then we respire Uod's 
gifts, and aro happier than we desire! Is not that divine? 
Foul and disturbed — then we are stifled by God's gifts — and 
are wickeder than we fear! Is not that devilish? A good 
Conscience and a bad Temper! Talk not to me, Young Men, 
of pernicious doctrine — it is a soul-saving doctrine — " millions 
of spiritual creatures walk unseen" teaehing it — men's 
Thoughts, communing with heaven, have been teaching it — 
surely not all in vain — since Cain slow Abel. 
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Seward. Tho Sage ! 
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g th p — w g th ed J) — ^ th t will 

die. Evanescent ! Clouds — lights — shadows — glooms, the fall- 
ing sound — the running murmur — and the swinging roar — aa 
cataract, stream, and forest all alike seem wheeling by — these 
are not evanescent — for they will all keep coming and going — 
before their Imagbation — all life-long at the bidding of the 
Will — or obedient to a Wish! Or by benign Iiaw, whose 
might is a mystery, coming back from the far profound — 
remembered apparitions! 

Seward. Dear sir. 

iVbr(A. Even my Image will sometimes reappear — and the 
Tents of Cladioh — the Camp on Lochawe-side, 

Roller. My dear sir — it will not be evanescent ■ 

North. And withal such Devils ! But I have given them 
carte blanche. 

Seward. Nor will they abuse it. 

North. I wonder when they sleep. Each has his own dor- 
mitory — the cluster forming the left wing of the Camp — but 
Deeside is not seldom broad awake till midnight ; and though 
I am always up and out by six at the latest, never once have I 
caught a man of them napping, but either there they are each 
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more bloomiDg than the other, getting rpaiJy their gear for a 
Bfart; — or, on sweeping the Loeh with my glass, I see theii 
heads, lilie wild ducks — swimming — round Eahhit Island — as 
some wretch has baptized Inishail — or away to Inistrjnish — 
or, fur anything I know, to Pnrt-Sonachan — swimming for a 
Medal given by the Cliih! Or there gues Guffa Ferchahj 
the Pass of Brandir or shooting away into the woods near 
Kilchurn. Twice have they been on the top of Cruachan — 
once for a clear hour, and once for a dark day — the very nest 
morning, Marmaduke said, they would have " some more moun- 
tain," and the Four Cloud-compellers swept tho whole range 
of Bon Bhuridh and Bein-Lurachan as far as the head of 
Glensrea. Though they said nothing about it, I heard of their 
having been over the MEs behind us, t'other night, at Owrn- 
dow at a wedding. Why, only think, sirs, yesterday they were 
off by daylight to try their luck in Loch Doehart, and again I 
heard their merriment soon after we had retired. They must 
have footed it above forty miles. That Cornwall Clipper will 
be their death. And off again this morning — all on foot — to 
the Black Mount 

Jiuller. Vo wh t? 

Mrlh. By p rm ss n t th M 1 t h t a Eagle. 
She is said to be n n — nd t 1 ff 1 mb h yrfe 
is within rifle-rang But Itu fgtth B ys — as they 
have forgot us. 

Setcard The Loch is calmer to day, sir, than we have yet 
Been it, but the calm is of i different chaiacter frjm yesteriay's 
— that waa serene this is solemn — T had almost "said austere 
Yesterdiy there were fiw cloud'-, and su h was the pre\ iiling 
power of all these lively woods on the i^-lands nnd along the 
mainland s,hores> — thit the whtle reflection seemed sylvan 
When gazing on such i sight, does not our feeling of the 
unreihtiL'j. — the "hiiDws — attach to the rtalitii,s — thu sub 
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stances? So that tlio liring trei'S — oarth-rootcd, and growing 
upwards — become almost as visionary aa their inverted sem- 
blances in that commingling clime? Or is it that the life of 
the trees gives life to the images, and imagination beiioves that 
the whole, in its beauty, must belong by the same law, to the 
same world ? 

North. Let us understanti, without seeking to destroy, our 
delusions — for has not this life of ours been wisely called the 
dream of a shadow ! 

Seward. To-day there are many clouds, and aloft they are 
beautiful; nor is the 3iglit of the sun not most gracious; but 
the repose of all that downward world affects me — I know not 
why — with sadness — jt is beginning to look almost gloomy — 
and I seem to see tie hush not of sleep, but of death. There 
is not the unhoundaried expanse of yesterday — the loch looks 
narrower — and Cruaohan closer fo us, with all his heights. 
Buller. I felt a drop of rain on the back of my hand, 
Seward. It must have been, then, from your nose. There 
will bo no rain this week. But a breath of air there is some- 
whore — for the mirror is dimmed, and the vision gone. 

North. The drop was not from his noso, Seward, for hero 
are three — and clear, pure drops too — on my Milton. I should 
not be at all surprised if we were to have a little rain. 

Seward. Odd enough. I cannot conjecture where it comes 
from. It must bo dew. 

Buller. Who ever heard of dew dropping in large fat 
globules at meridan on a summer's day? It is getting very 
close and sultry. The Interior must be, as Wordsworth says, 
"Like a Lion's den," Did you whisper, sir? 

.North. No. But something did. Look at the silver, 
Buller, 

Biillor. Thcwnometer 85, Barometer I can say nothing 
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about — but that it js very low indeed. A long way below 
Stormy. 

Nbi-tk. What color would you call that glare about the 
the Crown of Cruaehan? Yellow? 

Seward. Tou may just as well call it yellow as not. I 
never saw such & color before — and don't care though I never 
see siioh again — for it is horrid. That is a — filare. 

North. Cowper says grandly, 

"A terrible sagadty informs 
The Poet's heart : he looks lo dislanl Btorms ; 
He hears the thunder ere ihe tempest lowers," 

He is speaking of tempests in the moral world. You know 
the passage — it is a fine one — so indeed is the whole Epistle — 
Table-Talk. I am a bit of a Poet myself in smelling thunder. 
Early this morning I set it down for mid-day — and it is mid- 

BuUer. Liker Evening. 

North. Dimmish and darkish, certainly — hut unlike Even- 
ing. I pray you look at the Sun. 

Bulhr. What about him ? 

North. Though unclouded — he seems shrouded in his own 
Bolemn light — expecting thunder. 

Buller. There is not much motion among the clouds. 

North. Not yet. Merely what in Scotland we call a carry 
— yet that great central mass is douhle the size it was ten 
minutes ago — the City Churohes are crowding round the 
Cathedral — and the whole assemblage lies under the shadow of 
the Citadel — with hattJements and colonnades at once Fort 
and Temple. 

Buller. Still some blue sky. Not very much. But some. 

North. Cruaehan! you are changing color. 

Bvlhr. Grrim — very. 
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NorOi. The Loch's like ink. I could dip my pen in it. 

Seward. We are about to have thunder. 

JVbwA. Weather-wise wizard — we are. That mutter was 
thunder. In five seconds you will hear some more. One — 
two — three — four — there; that was a growl. I call that good 
growling — sulky-sullen, savage growling, that makes the heart 
of Silence quake. 

Seward. And mine. 

iVbr(A. What? Dying away! Some incomprehensible 
cause is turning the thunderous masses round towards Appin. 

Seward. And I wish them a safe journey. 

North. All right. They arc coming this way — all at onee 
— the whole Thunder-storm. Flash — roar. 

" Be ihoii as lightning in the eyes of PraiiCB ; 
For ere thou canst report I wiil be theie, 
The thundec of my cannon shall be heard," 

Who but Willy could have said Oiat! 

Seward. Wio said what ? 

North. How ghastly all the trees ! 

Seward. I see no trees — nor anything else. 

North. How can you, with that Flying Dutchman over 
jour eyes ? 

duller. I gave him my handkerchief — for at this moment I 
know his head is like to rend. I wish I had kept it to myself; 
but no use — the lightning i" seen through lids and hands, and 
Wiidd le through stone walls 

Nbi/h Eick flish ht^ of cDurse, a thunder-clap of its own 
— if we Lniw where to look for it, but, to our senses, all con- 
nection between cause and effect is lost — «ueh incessant flash- 
ing, — ind «uch mult tudinous outbicaks — and such a con- 
tinuum loU cf outrigcous echoes I 

Bilhr Cause ition— esplosi n— aie but feeble words. 
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Norlh. The Cathedral's on Fire. 

Buller. I don't mind bo much those wide flarings among 
the piled clouds, as these gleams oh ! 

JVbrth. Where art thou, Cruachan ? Ay — methinks I see 
thee — methinks I do not — thy Three Peaks may not pierce the 
masses that now oppress thee — hut behind the hroken midway 
clouds, those black purple breadths of solid earth are thine — thine 
those unmistakeahle Cliffs — thine the assured beauty of that 
fearless Forest-— and may the lightning scathe not one smgle 

Bvller. Nor man. 

North. This is your true total Eclipse of the Sun. Day, 
not night, is the time for thunder and lightning. Night can 
be dark of itself — nay, cannot help it; but when Day grows 
black, then is the blackness of darkness in the Bright One 
terrible; — and terror — Burke said well — is at the heart of the 
Bublirao. The Light, such as it is, seta off the power of the 
lightning — it pales to that flashing — and is forgotten in Fire. 
It smells of hell. 

Seward. It is constitutional in the Sewards, North, I am 
sick. 

North. Give way to gasping — and lie down — nothing can 
be done for you. The danger is not — 

Semard. I am not afraid — I am faint. 

North. You must speak louder, if you expect to be heard 
by ears of clay. Peals is not the word. "Peals on peals re- 
doubled" is worse. There never was — and never will be a 
word in any language — for all that. 

Bidler. Unreasonable to expect it. Try twenty — in twenty 
languages. 

North. Duller, you may count ten individual deluges — 
besides the descent of three at hand^-eonspicuous in the 
general Kdn, which without them would be Rain sufficient for 
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a Flood. Now the Oamp lias it — and let us enter the Pavilion. 
I don't think there is much wind here — yet far down tho black 
Loct is silently whitening with waves like breakers; for here 
the Rain alone rules, and its rushing deadens the retiring 
thunder. The ebbing thunder I Still louder than any sea on 
any shore — but a, diminishing loudness, though really vast, 
seems quelled; and, losing its power over the present, imagina- 
tion follows it not into the distant region where it may be raging 
as bad as ever. Buller? 

£uUer. What? 

North. How's Seward? 

Seward. Much better. It is very, very kind of joii, my 
dear sir, to cany me in your arms, and place me in your own 
Swing-chair. The change of atmosphere has revived me — 
but the Boys? 

M)r(h. The Boys — why, they went ffl the Black Mount to 
shoot an eagle, and see a thunder-storm, and long before this 
they have had their hearts' desire. There are caves, Seward, 
in Buachail-Mor; and one recess I know — not a cave — but 
grander far than any cave — near the Fall of Eas-a-Bhrogich — 
far down below the bottom of the Fall, which in its long descent 
whitens the sable clifis. Thither leads a winding access no 
storm can shake. In that recess you sit rock- surrounded — but 
with elbow-room for five hundred men — and all the light you 
have — and you would not wish for more — comes down upon 
you from a cupola fer nearer heaven than that hung by Michael 
Angelo. 

Seward. The Boys are safe. 

]Sforih. Or the lone House of Dalnesa has received them — 
hospitable now as of yore — or the Huntsman's hut — or Shep- 
herd's shieling — that word I love, and shall use it now — 
though shieling it is not, but a comfortable cottage — and the 
dwellers there fear not the thunder and the lightning — for 
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ttey know they are in Hia hands — and talk cheerfully in the 
storm. 

Semard. Over and gone. How breathahle the atmosphere ! 

North. In the Forest of the Marquia and of Monzie, the 
horns of the Red-deer are again in motion. In my mind's eye 
■^Havrj — I see one — an enormous fellow — higger than the 
big stag of Benmoro himself — and not to he so easily bronght 
to perform, by particular desire, the part of Moriena — gi'iag 
himself a shake of his whole huge bulk, and a caive of his whole 
wide anilery — and then leading down from the Corrie, with 
Platonic affectaon, a herd of Hinds to the greensward islanded 
among brackens and Leather — a spot equally adapted for feed, 
play, rumination, and sleep. And the Eoes are glinting 
throagh tbo glades — and the Fleece arc nibbling on the momi- 
tains' glittering breast — and the Cattle are graaing, and gal- 
loping, and lowing on the bills — and the furred folk, who are 
always dry, come out from crevices for a monthfu! of the fresh 
air; and the whole four-footed creation are jocund — are happy ! 

JSuller. What a picture ! 

North. And the Fowls of the Air — think ye not the Eagle, 
storm-driven not uualarmed along that league-long face of cliff, 
is now glad at heart, pruning tie wing that shall carry him 
again, like a meteor, into the subsided skies? 

BuUer. What it is to have an imagination ! Worth all my 
Estate. 
- NorA. Let us esebange. 

Buller. Not possible. Strictly entailed. 

North. Dock. 

Buller. Mno. 

Nm-ik. And the little wren flits out from the baek-door of 
her neat — too happy she to sing — and in a minute is back 
again, with a worm in her mouth, to her half-score gaping babies 
— tio sole family in all the dell. And the sea-mewa, sore 



Hosted by Google 



CHRISTOPHER UNDER CANVASS. 71 



against their will driven seawards, are returning by ones and 
twos, and thirties, and thousands, up Loch-Etiye, and, dallying 
with what wind is still alive above the green transparency, drop 
down in successive parties of pleasure on the silver sands of 
Ardmatty, or lured onwards into the still leas of Grlenliver, or 
the profounder quietude of the low mounds of Dalness. 

Seward. My fancy is contented to feed on what is before 
jny eyes. 

Buller. Doff, then, the Elying Dutchman. 

North. And thousands of Eills, on the first day of their 
apparent existence, are all happy too, and make me happy to 
look on thern leaping and dancing down the rocks — and the 
Kiver Etive, rejoicing in his strength, from far Kingshouse all 
along to the end of his journey, is happiest of them all; for 
the storm that has swollen has not discolored him, and with a 
pomp of clouds on his breast, he is iowing in his expanded 
beauty into his own desired Loch, 

Seward. Gaze with me, my dear air, on what lies before 
our eyes. 

North. The Eainbow! 

Buller. Four miles wide, and half a mile broad. 

North. Thy own Kainbow, Cruachan — from end to end. 

Seward. Is it fading — or is it brightening? — no, it is not 
fading — and to brighten is impossible. It is the beautiful at 
perfection — it is diMolving — it is gone. 

Buller. I asked you, sir, have the Poets well handled 
Thunder? 

North. I was waiting for the Rainbow. Many eyes besides 
ours are now regarding it — many hearfa gladdened — but have 
you not often felt, Seward, as if such Apparitions came 
at a silent call in our souls — that we might behold them — and 
that the hour — or the moment — was given to us alone ! So 
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have I felt whea walking alone among fie great solitudes of 
Nature. 

Seward. Lochawe is tLe name now for a dozen little lovely 
lakes ! For, lo ! as tlie vapors are rising, they disclose, liere 
a bay that does not seem to be a bay, but complete in its own 
encircled stillness — there a bare grass island — yes it is Inishail 
— with a shore of mists — and there, with its Pines and Castle, 
Freoch, as if it were Loch Ereoch, and not itself an Isle. 
Beautiful bewilderment I but of our own oi-eating ! — for thus 
Fancy is fain to dally with what we love — and would seek to 
estrange the familiar — as if Loehawe in its own simple grandeur 
were not all-suffioieiit for our gaze. 

Buller. Lot me try my hand, No — no — no — I can see 
and feel, have an eye and a heart for Scenery, as it is called, 
but am no hand at a description. My dear, sweet, soft-breasted, 
fair-fronted, bright- haired, delightful Cruachan — thj very 
name, how liquid with open vowels — not a consonant among 
them all — no Man-Mountain Thou — Thou art the Lady of the 
Lake, I am in love with Thee — Thou must not think of 
retiring from the earth— Thou must not take tho veil— off with 
it — off with it from those glorious shoulders — and come, in all 
Thy loveliness, to my long — my longing arms I 

S^eard. Is that the singing of larks? 

MrtA. ' No larks live here. Tho kverock is a Lowland 
bird, and loves our brairded fields and our pastoral braes; but 
the Highland mountains are not for him — he knows by instinct 
that they are haunted — though he never saw the shadow nor 
heard the sugh of the eagle's wing. 

Seward. The singing from the woods seems to reach the 
sky. Ttey have utterly forgotten their fear; or think jou, 
sir, that birds know that what frightened them is gone, and 
that they sing with intenser joy because of the fear that kept 
them mute? 
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North. The lambs are friskiDg — and the sheep staring 
placidly at the Tents. I hear the hum of bees — returned — 
and returning from their straw-built Citadels. In the primal 
hour of his winged lifcj that wavering butterfly goes by in 
search of the sunshine that meets him ; and happy for this gene- 
ration of ephemerals that they first took wing on the afternoon 
of the day of the Great Storm, 

£uller. How have the Poets, sir, handled thunder and 
lightning ? 

North. " Sfepe ego, cum flavis messorem induceret arvis 
Agricola, et fragili jam stringeret hordea culmo, 
Omnia ventorum coneurrere pro&lia vidi, 
QuBe gravidam latS segetem ab radicibus imis 
SublimS expulaam eruerent; ita turbine nigro 
Ferret hyema culmnmque levem, stipulasque volantes. 
Saspe etiam immensum ixelo venit agmen aquarum, 
Et foedam glomerant tempeatatem imbribus atris 
Collectte ex alto nubea : ruit arduus jether, 
Et pluviS, ingenti sata Iseta, boumque labores 
Diluit: implentur fos8£e, et cava flumma erescunt 
Cum sonitu, fervetque fretis spirantibus ^uor. 
Ipse Pat«r, media nimborum in nocte, coruaca 
Fulmina molitur destrfi,; quo maxima motu 
Terra tromit ; f ug§re ferse, et mortalia corda 
Per gentes humilia stravit pavor : Die flagranti 
Aut Atho, aut Rhodopen, aut alta Ceraunia telo 
Dejicit; ingeminant Austri, et denaissimns imber: 
Nunc nemora ingenti vento, nuno littora plangunt." 
BvMer. You rocito well, air, and Latin better than English 
— not so sing-songy — and aa aonorous; then Virgil, to be sure, 
is fitter for recitation than any Laker of you all-- — — 
North. I am not a Laker — I am a Locher. 
Sutler. Tweedledum — tweedledee. 
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North That means the Tweed and the Dee? Content. 
One mjght have thought, EuOer, that our Scottish Critics 
would have been puzzled to find a fault in that strain 

BuIIp-) It IS faultless, hut not a Scotch critic worth a curse 
but yoursel f ■ — 

North. I cannot accept a compliment at the expense of all 
the rest of iny countrymen. I cannot indeed. 

Bvller. Yes, you can. 

North. There was Lord Kames— a man of great talents-— a 
most ingenious man — and with an insight 

BuUer. I never heard of him — was he a Scotch Peer? 

North. One of the Fifteen. "A strained elevation" — says 
his Lordships — I am sure of the words, though I have not seen 
his Elements of Criticism for fifty years 

BuUer. You are a creature of a wonderful memory. 

North. " A strained elevation is attended with another in- 
convenience, that the author is apt to fall suddenly, as well as 
the reader; because it is not a little difficult te descend sweetly 
and easily from such elevation to the ordinary tone of the sub- 
ject. The following is a good illustration of that observation" 
— aud then his Lordship quotes the passage I recited — stopping 
with the words "densissimus imher," which are thus made to 
conclude the description ! 

Bidlm: Oh ! oh ! oh ! That's murder. 

North. In the description of a storm— continues his Lord- 
ship — " to figure Jupiter throwing down huge mountains with 
his thunderbolts, is hyperbolieally sublime, if I may use the ex- 
pression; the tone of mind produced by that image is so dis- 
tinct from the tone produced by a thick shower of rain, that 
the sudden transition miist he very unpleasant." 

BaSer. Suggestive of a great-coat. That's the way to deal 
with a great Poet. Clap your hand on the Poet's mouth in its 
fervor — shut up the words in mid-volloj — and then tell him 
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that he docs not know how to descend sweetly and easily from 
strained elovatien ! 

North. Nor do I agree with his Lordship . that " to figure 
Jupiter throwing down huge mountMns with his thunderholts 
is hjperholically sublime." As a part for a whole is a figure 
of speech, 30 is a wiiole for a part, Virgil says, " dejieit;" 
but he did not mean to say that Jupiter "tumbled down" 
Athos or Rhodope or the Acrocerauniau range. He knew — ■ 
for he saw them — that there they were in all their altitude 
after the storm — little if at all the worse. But Jupiter had 
struck — smitten — splintered — rent — trees and rocks — midway 
or on the summits — and the sight was terrific — and " dejieit" 
brings it hcforo our imagination, which not for a moment pic- 
tures the whole mountain tumbling down. But great Poets 
know the power of words, and on great occasions how to use 
them — in this case — one — and small critics will not suffer their 
own senses to instruct them in Poetry — and hence the Ele- 
ments of Criticism are not the Elements of Nature, and assist 
us not in comprehending the grandeur of reported storms. 

Bailer. Lay it into them, sir. 

North. Good Dr. Hugh Blair ag^n, who in his day had a 
high character for taste and judgment, agreed with Henry 
Home that " the transition is made too hastily — I am afraid — 
from the preceding sublime images, to a thick shower and the 
blowing of the south wind, and shows how difficult it frcqiiently 
is to descend with grace, without seeming to fall," Nay, even 
Mr. Alison himself — one of tho finest spirits that ever breathed 
on earth, says — " I acknowledge, indeed, that the ' plnvi^ ingenti 
sata laeta, boumque labores diluit,' is defensible from the con- 
nection of the imagery with the subject of the poem; but the 
' implentur fossse' is both an unnecessary and a degrading cir- 
cumstance when compared with the magnificent effects that are 
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II tbe rest of tlie passage." In this quotation, too, 
tlic final grand line is inadvertently omitted — 

"Nunc nemora ingenti venio, nunc litlora plaugunl." 

Butlsr. I never read Hugh Blair — ^but I have read— often, 
and always with increased delight — Mr. Alison's exquisite 
Essays on the nature and Principles of Taste, and Lord Jeffrey's 
admirahle exposition of the Theory — in statement so clear, and 
in iDustration bo rich — worth all the Esthetics of the Germans 
— Schiller excepted — in one Vohme of Mist, 

Mti'th. Mr. Alison had an original as well as a fine mind; 
and here he seems to have been momentarily beguiled into 
mistake by unconscious deference to the judgment of men — in 
his province far inferior to himself— whom in his modesty he 
admired. Mark. Virgil's main purpose is to describe the 
dangers — the losses to wliich the agriculturist is at all seasons 
exposed from wind and weather. And he seta them before us 
in plain and perspicuous language, not rising above the proper 
level of the didactic. Yet being a Poet he puts poetry into 
his description from the first and throughout. To say that the 
line " Et pluvia," &c., is " def/mdlle from the oonneotion of the 
imagery with the subject of the Poem" is not enough. It is 
necessitated. Strike it out and yon abolish the subject. And 
just so with "implentur fossse." The "fossse" we know in 
that country were numerous and wide, and, when swollen, 
dangerous — and the "cava flumina" well follow instantly — for 
the " fossED " were their feeders — and we hear as well as see the 
rivers rushing to the sea — and we hear, too, as well as see, the 
sea itself. There the description ends. Virgil has done his 
work. But his imagination is moved, and there arises a new 
strain altogether. He is done with the agriculturists. And 
now he deals with man at large — with the whole human race. 
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He IS Eow a Boanerges- — a son of thunder — and he begins with 
Jove. Tho sublimity comes in a moment. " Ipse Pater, 
media njmborum in nocte" — and is sustained to the close — 
the last line being gi-eat as the first — and all between aooordaut, 
and all true to nature. Without rain and wind, what would 
be a thunder-storm? The " denaissimus imber !" obeys the lawa 
— and so do the ingeminanting Austri — and the shajten woods 
and the stricken shores. 
Buller Well done, Virgil — well done, North. 
North. I cannot rest, Buller — I can have no peace of mind 
but in a successful defence of these Ditches. Why is a Diteh 
to be despised? Because it is dug? . So is a grave. Is the 
Ktoli— wet or dry — that must be passed by the Volunteers of 
the Fighting Division before the Fort can be stormed, too low 
a word for a Poet to use? Alas! on such an occasion well 
might he say, as he looted after the assault and saw the floating 
tartans — implenttir fassse — the Diteh is filled! 

Bulhr. Ay, Mr. North, in that case the word Ditch— and 
the Uiin^-wonld be dignified by danger, daring, and death. 

But here 

Noi-fk. The ease is the same— with a difference, for there 
is all the Danger — all the Daring — all the Death— that the 
incident or event admits of— and they are not small. Think 
for a moment. The Bain falls over the whole broad heart of 
the tilled earth — from the face of tbe fields it runs into the 
Ditches — the first unavoidable receptacles — these pour into the 
rivers — the rivers into the river mouths — and then you are in 
the Sea. 

Buller. Go on sir, go on. 

Nor^. I am amaaed — I am indignant, Buller. Rml ardum 

lether. The steep or high ether rushes down ! as we saw it 

rush down a few minutes ago. What h 

7* 
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" Et pluviS ingenli sale Iseta Ixiuinque latores 
Diluit!" 

Alas ! for the hopeful — hopeless huabandman now. What a 
multiplied and magnified expression have we here for the 
arable lands. All the glad seed-time vain— yain all industry 
of man and oxen — there you have the true agricultural pathos 
■ — washed away — set m a swim — dehged ! Well has the Poet 
— in one great line — spoke the greatness of a great matter. 
Sudden affliction — visihle desolation — imagined dearth. 

Buller. Don't stop, sir, you speak to the President of our 
Agricultural Society — go on, sir, go on. 

North. Now drop in — in its veriest place, and in two words, 
the necessitated Implmfur fossm. No pretence — no display — ■ 
no phraseology — the nakedest, hut quite effectual statement of 
Uie fact — which the farmer — I love that word farmer — has wit- 
nessed as often as he has ever seen the Coming — the Ditches 
that were dry ran full to the brim. The homely rustic fact, 
strong and impressive to the husbandman, cannot be dealt with 
by poetry otherwise than by setting it down in its bald simpli- 
city. Seek to raise — to dress — to disguise — and you make it 
ridiculous. The Mantuan knew better — ho says what must be 
said — and goes on — 

BiiUer. He goes on — so do you, sir you both get on. 

Mirth. And now again begins Magnification, 



The " hollow-bedded rivers" grow, swell, visibly wax mighty 
and turbulent. You imagine that you stand on the bank and 
see the river that had shrunk into a thread- getting broad 
enough to fill the capacity of its whole hollow bed. The rushing 
of arduous ether would not of itself have proved sufficient. 
Therefore glory to the Italian Ditches and glory to the Dum- 
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friesstire Drains, wliich I havo seeu, in an hour, change fhc 
wbito murmuring Esk into a red rolling river, witli aa sweeping 
sway as ever attended the Amo on its way to inundate Florence. 

B'dl&r. Glory to the Ditches of the Vale of Arno— glory 
to the Drwns of Dumfriesshire. Draw hreath, sir. I^ow, go 
on, sir. 

N&rOi. "Cum sonitu." Not aa Father Thames rises — 
dUntly — ■till the flow lapse over lateral meadow-grounds for a 
mile on either aide. But " cum eonitu," with a Yoice — with a 
roar — a mischievous roar — a roar of — ten thousand Ditches. 

BuMer. And then the "flumina" — "cava" no more — will 
be as clear as mud. 

North. You have hit it. They will be— for the Amo in 
flood is like liquid mud — hy no means cnamoring, perhaps 
not even sublime — but showing yuu that it comes ofi" the fields 
and along the Ditches— that yon see swJlHngB uf the " sata 
Ifflta boumque labores." 
■ Bvller. Agricultural Produce I 

North. For a moment — a single moment — leave out the 
Ditches, and say merely, " The rain falls over the fields— the 
rivers swell roaring." No picture at all. Ton must have the 
fell over the surface — the gathering in the narrower artificial 
— the delivery into the wider natural channels — the fight of 
spate and surge at river mouth — 

" Fetvetqiie frotis spirantibua mquor." 

The Ditches are indispensable in nature and in Virgil. 

BvMer. Put this glass of water to jour lips, sir — ^not that 
I would recommend water to a man in a fit of eloquence — ^but 
I know you are abstinent — infatuated in your abjuration of 
wine. Gro on — half-minute time. 

North. I swear to defend — at the pen's point — against all 
Comers — the position — that the line 
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" Dihiit : implentuc fossEe, cava flumina cresount 
O™ Eonitu— " 

is, where it stands— and looking before and after— a perfect 
line; and that to strike ont "implentur fossje" would be an 
outrage on itr— just equal, Buller, to roy knocking out, without 
hesitation, your brains — for your brains do not contribute more 
to the flow of our conversation — than do tho Bitches to that 
other spate. 
. Buller. That will do — you may stop. 

North. I aak no man's permission — I obey no man's man- 
date — to stop. Now Vir^l takes wing — now he blaaes and 
soars. Now comes the power and spirit of the Storm gathered 
in the Person of the Sire — of him who wields the thunderbolt 
into wMcb the Cyclops have forged storms of all sorts — wind and 
rain togetber — " Ti-es Imhri U>Hi radios .'" &e. You remember 
the magnificent mixture. And there we have Virqilius versus 



BuUer. Tou may sit down, sir. 

Mrth. I did not know I had stood up. Beg pardon, 

Bullei: I am putting Swing to rights for you, sir. 

Iforlh. Metliiaks Jupiter is fuiice apparent — the first time, 
as the President of the Storm, which is agreeable to the dictates 
of reason and necessity; — the second — to my fancy — as de- 
lighting himself in the conscious exertion of power. Wbat is 
he splintering Athos, or Rhodope, or tho Aoroccraaniaus for? 
The dirine use of the Fulmen is to quell Titans, and to kiU 
that mad fellow who was running up the ladder at Thebes, 
Capanoua. Let the Great Gods find out their enemies iww — 
find out and finish them — and enemies they must have not a 
few among those prostrate crowds — " per gontes humilis stravit 
pavor." But shattering and shivering the mountain tops — 
which, as I take it, is here the prominent affair — and, as I 
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said, the true meaning of " dcjicit" — is mere pastime — as if 
Jupiter Tonans were disporting himself on a Loliday. 

Bidler. Oh ! sir, you have exhausted the suhject — if not 
yourself — and us; — I heeeech you sit down; — see, Swing 
Bolicita you — and oh I sir, you — we — all of us will find in a few 
minutes' silence a great relief after all that thunder. 

Norlh. You remember Lucretius? 

BuUer. No, I don't. To you I am not ashamed to confess 
that I read him with some difSoulty. With ease, sir, do you? 

North. I never know a man who did hut Bohua Smith; and 
so thoroughly was he imbued with the spirit of the great Epicu- 
rean, that Landor — himself the best Latinist living — equals him 
with Lucretius, The iiimoas Thunder passage is very fine, but I 
cannot recollect every word; and the man who, ia recitation, 
haggles and boggles at a great strain of a great poet deserves 
death without benefit of clergy. I do remember, however, 
that he does not descend from his elevation with such ease and 
grace as would have satisfied Henry Home and Hugh Blair— 
for ho has so little notion of true dignity as to mention rain, 
as Virgil afterwards did, in immediate connection with thunder. 



" Quo de concussu aequitut gronis imber et uber, 
Ornnis vilei videatut in imbrera vortier tether, 
Atqiio ita ptiecipilaca ad diluviem revocaro." 

BulUr. What think you of the thunder in Thomson's 

North. What all the world thinks — that it is our very best 
British Thunder. He gives the Gathering, the General en- 
gagement, and the Hetreat. In the Gathering there are touches 
and strokes that make all mankind shudder — the foreboding — 
the ominous I And the terror, when it comes, aggrandizes the 
premonitory symptoms. "Follows the loosened aggravated 
roar" is a line of power to bring the voice of thunder upon 
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your soul oa the most peaceable day. lie, too — prevailing 
poet — feels the grandeur of tlio Eaia. For instant on the 
words, " eonyulsing heaven and earth," ensue, 

■ Ot prone-desoending rain." 

Thomson had been in the heart of thunder-storms many a time 
before he left Scotland; and what always impresses me ia the 
want of method — the confusion, I might almost say — in his 
description. Nothing eontradiotory in the proceedings of the 
stormj they all go on obediently to what wo know of Nature's 
laws. But the effeots of their agency on man and nature are 
given — not according to any scheme — ^but as they happen to 
come before the Poet's imagination, as they happened in reality. 
The pine is struct first — then the cattle and the sheep below — ■ 
and then the castled cliff — and then the 

" Gloomy woods 
Start at the flash, and from their deep recesa 
Wide-flaming out, their uembling iiiinalas shalie." 

No regular ascending — or descending scale here; but wherever 
the lightning chooses to go, there it goes — the blind agent of 
indiscrjminating destruction. 

Buller. Capricious Zigzag. 

North. Jemmy was overmuch given to mouthing in the 
Seasons; and in this description — matchless though it be — he 
sometimes out-mouths the big-mouthed thunder at his own 
bombast. Perhaps that is inevitable — you must, in confabu- 
lating with that Meteor, either imitate him, to keep him and 
yourself in countenance, or be, if not mute as a mouse, as thin- 
piped as a fiy. In youth I used to go sounding to myself 
among the mountains the concluding lines of the Eetreat. 
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"Amid Carnarvon's mouiitams rages ioud 
The repsroussive roar; with mighty orasi), 
Into tlie flashing deep, from the rude rocka 
Of Penmaomaur heaped hideous to the sUy, 
Tumble the sniitlsn cliffs, and Snowdoc's pealt 
Dissolving, instant yields his wine'ry load : 
Far seen, the heights of heathy Cheviot blaze, 
And Thule bellows through her otniosl isles. 

Are they good— or are they had ? I fear — not good. But I 
am duhious. The previous picture has hecn of ono locality — 
a wide one— but within the visihle horizon— enlarged somewhat 
by the imagination, which, as the schoolmen said, inflows into 
every act of tho senie3 — and powerfully, no doubt, into the 
senses engaged in witnessing a thundei storm Many of the 
effects oo faithfully, and some of them so tenderly painted, 
inteiest us by then pieturesijiio partitulanty 

" Here Ibe BOd flocLa, with that same harmless look 
They 'noie alive and ruminalmg still 
III Ihnoy s eye and there the flow mng bull, 
And OJ. half raised 

We a e he e in a confined wot'H — close to us and near; and 
symp thies with its inhabitants — human or brute — com- 
p h nd th very attitudes or postures in which the lightning 
f unl and I'ft tiicm, but tho finil veises waft us iwiy fiom ill 
that t ind pity — the geogiijhicil takes pkce of the 

path t — a Tisionary panorama of material objects supersedes 
the h a t thr Ibing region of the spiritual — for a mournful 
son uBt n t with the humanities an ambitious bravura dis- 
play th pjwer ind pride of the muBitian, now thinhiEQ not 
at all f u ind fnlljwing the thunder only as afiordmg him 
an pp ( nity for the tliapl ly of hia own art 

Btiller. Are they gued — r aie the> bid/ I am dub ous 
North. Thundci stums tia\ el fast and fai — but 1 en tliey 
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seem slmnltaiicous; Thule is more vociferous than tie whole 
of Wales together — yet perhaps the sound itself of the verses 
ia the loudest of all — and we cease to hear the thnnder in the 
dia that descrihes it. 

SuUer. Severe— bat just. 

North. Ha I Thou comest in sueh a quesfionable shape — 

Etttrant. That I will speak to thee. How do you doj my 
dear sir? God bless you, hew do you do? 

North. Art thou a spirit of health, or gohlia damned? 

Entrant. A spirit of health. 

Norih. It is— it is the voice of Tat-bciys. Don't move an 
inch. Stand still for ten seconds — r>n the very same pito, that 
I may have one steady look at you, to make assurance doubly 
sure — and then let ns meet each other half-way in a Cotnish 
hug. 

Talhoys. Are we going to wrestle already, Mr. North? 

Mirlh. Stand still ten seconds more. He is He — Ton 
are you — gentlemen — H. G-. Talboys — Seward, my crutch — 
Buller, your arm — 

Talboys. Wonderiijl feat of agility! Feet up to the 
ceiling — ■ 

Norih. Don't say ceiling — 

Talboys. Why not? ceiling — coelum. Feet up to heaven. 

Norih. An involuntary feat — tlie fault of Swing — sole fault 
^hut I always forget it when agitated — 

Buller., Some time or other, sir, you wUl fly backwards and 
fracture your skull. 

North. There, we have recovered our equilibrium — ^now we 
are in grips, don't fear a fall — I hope you are not displeased 
with your reception. 

Talboys. I wrote last night, sir, to say I was coming — but 
there being no speedier conveyance — I put the letter in my 
pocket, and there it is — 
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North. (On, reading "Dim Boreales. — No. 1.") 
A friend returned! spring bursting fottt again! 
The song of other years 1 which, when we roam, 
Brings up all sweet and common things of home, 
And sinks into the thirsty heart lite rain! 
Such the strong influence of the thrilling strain 
By human bye made sad and musical, 
Yet full of high philosophy withal, 
Poured from thy wizard harp o'er land and main ! 

A thousand hearts will waken at its call. 
And breathe the prayer they breathed in earher youth,— 

May o'er thy brow no envious shadow fall ! 
Blaze ia thine eye the eloquence of truth! 

Thy righteous wrath the soul of guilt appal, 
As Iim'ft streaming hair or dragon s fiery toith ' 
Tatboj/s I blush to think I have ^ivm you the wr n^ 
paper 

Milh It IS the rij^lit one But m ij I ^,k wh'if ^ ju hive 
on youi he id ' 

Talbo^s A hat At least it wa^ «o an hour ago 
M»ih It never will be a hat again 
TuJboi/ A patent hit — a water proof hat — it was swim 
ming, when I purchased it yestuday, in a pill — wairanted 
against Lammas floodo — 

North And in i,n hour it has come to this' Why, it has 
no more shape th m a coal heiver s 

Talboi/ Oh ' then it can he little the worse Foi that la 
its natural artificnl shape It is ecnstructed on that piimiple 
—and the patentee prides himself on its affordmg equal pri 
teetion to head, shoulders, and back — helmet at once and 
shield 

Noifh But jou must iramehitciy put on dry clothes — 
Tulbf-)/i The dutlius I ha,ve on aie aa dry as if they had 
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been takiEg horse-exercise all moniiiig before a laiindrj-lire, 
I am water proof all over — and I had need to be so — for be- 
tween Inverary and Cladich there was muuli moiature in the 
atmosphere. 

North. Do— do— go and put on dry clothes. Why the 
spot you stand on is absolutely swimming — 

Talhoi/s. My Sporting-Jacket, sir, is a new inTcntion — an 
invention of my own — to the sight silk — to the feel feathers-^ 
and of feathers is the textare — but that is a secret, don't blab 
it — and to rain I am impervious as a plover. 

North. Do— do— go and put on dry eiothea. 

Talbo^s. Intended to have been here last night — ^left Glas- 
gow yesterday morning — and had a most delightful forenoon 
of it in the Steamer to Tarbert. I/)oh Lomond fairly oiitshoue 
herself — never before had I felt the full force of the words 
— "Fortunate Isles." The Bens were magnificent. At 
Tarbert — just as I was disembarking — who should be em- 
barking but our friends Outram, M'Culloch, Maenee 

North. And why are they not here? 

T<dhoys. And I was induced — I oould not resist them — to 
take a trip on to Inverarnan. We returned to Tarbert and 
had a glorious afternoon till two this rooming — thought I might 
lie down for an hour or two — but, after undressing, it occurred 
to me that it was advisable to redress — and be off iastanter — 
so, wheeling round the head of Loch Long — never beheld the 
day so lovely — I glided wp the gentle slope of Glencroe and 
sat down on "Ecst and be thankful" — to hold a minute's 
colloquy with a hawk — or some sort of eagle or another, who 
seemed to think nobody at that hour had a right to be there 
but himself — covered him to a nicety with my rod — aad had it 
been a gun, he was a dead bird. Down the other — that is, this 
side of the glen, which, so far from being precipitous, is known 
to be a descent but by the pretty little cataractettes playing at 
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leap-frog — from your description I knew tbat must be LooU 
Fine — and that St. Catherine's- Shall I drop down and sig- 
nalize the Invefary Steamer? I have not time — so through 
the woods of Ardkinglass — surely the most beautiful in this 
world — to Cainidow, Looked at my watch — haiil forgot to wind 
her up — set her by the sun — and on nearing the inn door an 
wnaecountable impulse landed me in the parlor to the right. 
Breakfast on the table for somebody up stairs — whom nobody — 
BO the ^1 said — could awaken — ate it — and the ten miles were 
but one to that celebrated Circuit Town. Saluted Dun-nu- 
quech for your sake — and tie Castle for the Duke's — and couH 
have lingered all June among those gorgeous groves. 

North. Do — do — go and put on dry clothes. 

Talboys. Hitherto it had been cool — shady — breezy — the 
very day for such a saunter — when all at once it was an oven. 
I had occasion to note that fine line of the Poet's — " Where 
not a lime-leaf moves," as I passed under a fi'ee of that speoieg, 
with an umbrage some hundred feet in circumference, and a 
presentiment of what was coming whispered " Stop here" — 
but the Fates tempted me on — and if I am rather wet, sir, 
there is some excuse for it — for there was thunder and lightning, 
and a great temp^t. 

Mn-th. Not to-day? Here all has been hush. 

Talhoi/s. It came at once from all points of the compass — 
and they all met — all the storms — every mother's son of them 
— at a central point — whcie I happened to he. Of course, no 
house. Look for a house on an emergency, and if once in a 
million times you see one — the door is locked, and the peoplo 
gone to Australia. 

JVortJi. I insist on yon putting on dry clotlies. Don't try 
my temper. 

Talboys. By-itnd-by I began to have my suspicions that I 
had been distracted from the road — and was in the Channel of 
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the Airey. But on looting down I saw tlie Airey in his own 
channel — almost as drnnily as the mire-burn— Tulgariy called 
road — I was plashing up. Altogether the scene was most ani- 
mating — and in a momeDt of intense exhilaration — not to 
weather-fend, hat in defiance — I unfurled my Umbrella. 

JVwiA. What, a Pioyer with a Parapluio ? 

Talhoyi. I use it, sir, but as a Parasol. Never but on tliis 
one occasion had it affronted rain. 

North. The same we sat under, that dog-day, at Dnnoon? 

Talhoys. The same. Whew! tip into the sky like the in^ 
oamalion of a whirlwind 1 No turning outside in — too strong- 
rihbed for inversion — before the wind he flew — like a creature 
of the element — and gracefully accomplished the descent on an 
eminence about a mile off. 

North. Near Orain-imali-chauau-mala-ohuilish f 

Talhoya. I eyed him where he lay — not without anger. It 
had manifestly been a wilful act — he had torn himself from 
my grasp — and now he kept looking at me — at safe distance 
as he thought — like a wild animal suddenly undomesticated — 
and escaped into his native liberty. If he had sailed before 
the wind— why might not I? No need to skdk him— so I 
went at him right in front — bnt snch another flounder ! Then, 
sir, I first knew fatigue. 
North. 

"So eagerly The Fiikd 
O'er bog, or sleep, through sirait, rough, dense, or rare, 
With head, hands, wings, or feet pursues his way, 
And swims, or sinks, or wades, or creeps, or fliee." 

Talhoys. Finally I reached him — dosed on him — when 
Eolus, or Burus, or Notns, or FaTonius— for all the heathen 
wind-gods were abroad — inflated him, and away he flew — 
rustling like a dragon-fly — and zig-zagging all fiery green in 
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tbe gloom — sa.t down — as composedly as jou would jourself, 
sir — on aknoll, in another region — engirdled witK young biroh- 
groves — as beautiful a resting-place, I must acknowledge, as, 
after a lyrical flight, could have been selected for repose by Mr. 
Wordsworth. 

North. I know it — Araah-alaba-clialin-ora-begota-la-ohona- 
hurie. Arohy will go for it in the evening — all safe. But do 
go and put on dry clothes. "What now, Billy F 

BUIt/ Balmer. Here are Mr. Talboj trunk, sir. 

North. Who brought it? 

BiUif. Nea, Maiater—I dan't kna'— I 'spose Gamer. I 
ken't reet weeli — ance at Windermere- watter. 

Mr&i. Swiss Giantess — Biilj. 

Billy. Ay — ay — sir. 

North. You will find the Swiss Giantess as complete a dor- 
mitory as man can desire, Talboys. I reserve it for myself in 
event of rheumatism. Though lined with velyet, it la always 
oool — ventilated on a new principle — of which I took merely a 
hint from the Punka. My cot hangs in what used to be the 
Eshibition-roora— and her Eetreat is now a commodious Dreas- 
ing-roora. Billy, show Mr. Talboys to the Swiss Giantess. 

BUIy. Ay— ay, sir. This way, Mr. Talhoy— this way, 
&r. 

Talho^s. What is your dinner-hour, Mr. North? 

North. Sharp seven — seven sharp. 

Talhot/s. And now 'tis but half-past two. Four hours for 
work. The Cladich — or whatever you call him — is rumbling 
disorderly in the wood; and I nof«d, as I crossed the bridge, 
that he was proud as a piper of being in Spate— but he looks 
more rational down in yonder meadows — and Hkayen 

HAVE MERCY ON MB ! THEEE'S LoOH AWE ! ! 

North. I thought it queer that jou nevci- looked at it. 
Talboys. Looked at it? How couU I look at it? I don't 
8* 
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believe it was there. If it was— from the hil!-top I had eyes 
but for the Camp — the Tents and the Trees— and " Thee the 
spirit of them all I" Let me have another eje-fu)l — another 
Boul-full of the Loch. But 'twill never do to be losing time 
in this waj, Where's my creel — where's jny creel? 

North. On your shoulders — 

Talhoys. And my Book? Lost — lost — lost! Not in any 
one of all my pockets. I shall go mad. 

Nortli, Not far to go. Why your Book's in your hand. 

Talboi/s. At eight? 

North. Seven. Archy, follow him. In that state of ex- 
citement he will he walking with his spectacles on over some 
precipice. Keep your eye on him, Archy, 

Archy. I can pretend to he carrying the landing-net, sir. 

North. There's a specimen of a Scottish Lawyer, gentlemen. 
What do yow think of him? 

BuUer That he is without eaception the m 
fellow, at first sjght, I ever met in my life. 

Noith And so yon woidd continue to think him, were you 
to see him twice a week tor twenty years. But he is liir more 
than that — thoij^h, as the wirld goes, that is much: his mind 
is steel to the back bone — his heist is sound as his lungs — his 
talents gie'it— m Iilei-iture hid he liked it, he might have ex- 
celled; but he his wisely chosen a better Profession — and 
his character now standi high as a Lawyer and a Judge. 
Yondei he goes! As fresh as a kitten after a score and three 
quarter miles at the least. 

BuUei: Seward— let's after him. Billy — the minnows. 

Billy. Here's the Can, sirs. 

Scene chse^. 
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Scene II.— Inlerior of Decide. 
Time — Seven p. m, 

NORTK — TaIEOYS — ElTLLEB — SeWARB. 

Mirth. Seward, face Buller. Talbojs, face North. Fall tu, 
gentlemen; to-day we dispenao witJi regular seiviee. Each 
man has his own distinct dinner before him, or in the imme- 
diate Ticinity — soup, fish, flesh, fowl — and with all necessary 
accorapanjnicnta and sequences. How do you like the arrange- 
ment of the table, Talhoys? 

TalboyB. The principle shows a profonnd knowledge of 
human nature, sir. In theory, self-love and social are the 
same — hut in practice, self-love looks to your own plate — social 
to your neighbors'/ By this felicitous multiplication of dinners 
— this One in Four — this Four in One — the harmony of the 
moral system is preserved — and all works together for the 
general good. Looked at artistically, we have here what the 
Germans and others say is essential to the beautiful and the 
sublime — Unify, 

North. I believe the Four Dinners — if weighed separately 
— would bo found not to differ by a pound. This man's fish 
might prove in the scale a few ounces heavier than that man's 
— hut in such case, his fowl would be found just so many 
ounces lighter. And so on. The Puddings are cast in the 
same mould — and the things equal to the same thing, are equal 
to one another. 

TaTboys. The weight of each repast? 

NbrOi. Calculated at twenty-five pounds. 

Talboys. Grand total, one hundred. The golden mean. 
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Horth. From these general views, to descend to particulars. 
Soup (turtle) two pounds — Hotch, ditto — Fish (Ti'out) two 
pounds — Flesh (Jigot — black face five year old) sis pounds — 
Fowl (Howtowdie boiled) five pounds— Duck (wild) three 
pounds — Tart (gooseberry) one pound — Pud (Variorum Edi- 
tion) two pounds. 

Bullet: That is but twenty- three, sir! I have taten down 
the genileman's words. 

J^orth. Polite — and grateful. But you have omitted sauces 
and creams, breads and cheeses. Did you ever tuow me in- 
correct iu my figures, in any affirmation or denial, private or 
public? 

Bidhr. Never. Beg pardon. 

North. Now that the soups and fishes seem disposed of, I 
boldly ask you, one aad all, gentlemen, if jou ever beheld Four 
more tempting Jigots? 

Talhoys. I am still at my Fish, No fish so sweet as of 
one's own catching — so I have the advantage of you all. This 
one here— the one I am eating at this blessed moment — T 
killed in what the man with the Landing-net called the Birk 
Pool. I know him by his peculiar physiognomy — an odd cast 
in his eye — which has not left him on the gridiron. That 
Trout of my killing on your plate, Mr. Seward, made the fatal 
plunge at the tail of the stream so overhung with Alders that 
you can take it successfully only by the tail — and I know him 
by his color, almost as silvery as a whitling. Yours, Mr. BuUer, 
was the third I killed — -just where the river — for a river he is 
to-day, whatever he may he to-mon-ow — goes whirling into the 
Loch — and I can swear to him from his leopard spots. Illus- 
trious sir, of him whom you have now disposed of — the finest 
of the Four — I remember saying inwardly, as with difficulty I 
encreeled him— -for his shoulders were like a hog's — this for 
the King. 
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North. Tour perfect Pounder, Talbojs, ia the beaa-Jdeal 
of a Scottish. Trout. How he cuts up ! If much heavier — 
jou are frustrated in your attempts to eat him thoroughly — 
have ffl searoh^ — -prohahlj in vain— for what in a perfect Pounder 
lies patent to the day — lie is to baok-bone eomeatable — ^from 
gilt to fork. Seward, you are an artist. Good creel? 

Seward. I gave Mr. Talbojs the first of the water, and 
followed him — a mere caprice — with the Archimedean Minnow. 
I had a run — but just as the monster opened Lis jaws to ab- 
sorb — he suddenly eschewed tlie scentless phenomenon, and 
with a sullen plunge, sunk into the deep. 

Bvlkr, I tried the natural minnow after Seward — but I 
wished Archimedes at Syracuse — for the Screw had spread a 
panic— and in a panic the scaly people lose all power of discri- 
mination, and fear to tonch a minnow, lest it turn up a bit of 
tin or some other precious metal. 

JVorih. I have often been lost in conjecturing how you al- 
ways manage to fill your creel, Talboys; for the truth is — and 
it must be spoken — you are no angler. 

Talboys. I can afford to smilo 1 I was no angler, sir, ten 
years ago— now I am. But how did I become one? By at- 
tending you, sir — for seven seasons — along the Tweed and the 
Yarrow, the Clyde and the Daer, the Tay and the Tumrael, 
the Don and the Dee— -and treasuring up lessons from the 
Great Master of the Art. 

North. You surprise me ! Why, you never put a single 
question to me about the art — always declined taking rod in 
hand — seemed reading some book or other, held close to your 
eyes — or lying on banks a-dose or poetizing — or facetious with 
the Old Man — or with the Old Man serious — and sometimes 
more than serious, as, sauntering along our winding way, we 
conversed of man, of nature, and of human life. 

Talboys. I never lost a single word you said, sir, during 
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those days, breathing in every sense "vernal delight and joy," 
yet all the while I was ta&ing lessons in the art. The flexure 
of your shoulder — the sweep of your arm — the twist of your 
wrist — your Delivery, and your Eeoovery — that union of grace 
and power^ — the utmost delicacy, with the most perfect precision 
— All these qualities of a heaven-bora Angler, hy which you 
might be known from all other men on the banks of the Whit- 
tadder on a Fast-day 

North. I never angled on a Fast-day. 

Talbo^s. A laps-OS Unguse — From a hundred anglers on 
the Daer, oa the Queen's Birth-day 

Nfrr^h. My dear Friend, you es — — 

Talhm/s. All those qualities of a heaven-born Angler I 
learned first to admire — then to understand — and then to imi- 
tate. For three years I practiced on the carpet — for three "l 
essayed on a pond — for three I strove by the running wafers — 
and still the Image of Christopher North was before me — till, 
emboldened by conscious acquisition and constant success, I 
came forth and took my place among the anglers of my country. 

Buller. To-day I saw you fast in a tree. 

Talhoys. You mean my Fly. 

Buller. First your Fiy, and then, I think, yourself. 

Talboi/s. I have seen 11 Maestro himself in Timber, and in 
brushwood too. From him I learned to. disentangle knots, in- 
tricate and perplexed far beyond the Gordian — " with frizzled 
hwr implicit"— round twig, branch, or bole. Not more than 
half-a-dozen times of the forty that I may have been fast aloft — 
I speak mMnly of my noviciate — have I had to effect liberation 
by sacrifice. 

Seward. Pardon me, Mr. Talboys, for hinting that you 
smacked off your tail-fly to-day — I knew it by the sound. 

Talboys. The sound ! No trusting to an uncertain sound, 
Mr. Seward. Oh! I did so once — but intentionally— the hook 
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had lost tte barb — not a fish would it hold — so I whipped it 
off, and on with a Professor. 

BuUer. You lost one good fish in rather an awkward mannorj 
Mr. Taibojs. 

Talhoys. I did— that metal minnow of yours came with a 
splash within an inch of his nose — and no wonder he broke 
me — nay, I believe it was tlie minnow that broke me — and 
yet yon can speak of ini/ losing a good fish in, rather an awkward 
manner ! 

Mirth. It is melancholy to think that 1 have taught Young 
Scotland to excel myself ja all the Arte that adorn and dignify 
life. Till I rose, Scotland was a barbarous couatry — 
Talboys. Do say, my dear sir, semi-civilized. 
North. Now it heads the Nations — and I may set. 
Talboi/s. And why should that be a melancholy thought^ 
sir? 

North. Oh, Talboys — National Ingratitude 1 They are fast 
forgetting the man who made them what they are — in a few 
fleeting centuries the name of Christopher North will be in ob- 
livion ! Would you believe it possible, gentlemen, that even 
now, there are Scotsmen who never heard of the Fly that bears 
the name of me, its inventor — Killing Kit! 
BullcT. In Cornwall it is a household word. 
Seivard, And in all the Devons. 

BuUer. Men in Scotland who never he[ird the name of 
North I 

Nmih. Christopher North — who is hef Who do you 

mean by the Man of the Crutchf— The Knight of the Knoutf 

Better never to have been bom than thus to be virtually dead. 

Seward. Sir, be comforted — you are under a delusion — 

Britain is ringing with your name. 

North. Not that I care for noisy fame — but I do clearly 
love thee still. 
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Talhoys. Ami you have it, sir — enjoy it and be thankful. 
' North. But it may be too still. 

Talhoys, My dear sir, what would you have ? 

North. I taught you, Talbojs, to play Chess — and now you 
trumpet Staontou. 

Talboys. Ctess — where'a the board ? Let us have a game. 

North. Drafts— and you quote Anderson and the Shepherd 
Laddie. 

Talhoys. Mr. North, why so querulous? 

North. Where was the Art of Critieism? Where Prose? 
Toung Scotland owes all her Composition to me — buries roe 
in the earth — and thea olaima inspiration from heaven. 
" How sharper tha.n a Serpent's tooth it is to have a thankless 
Childl" Peter — Peterkin — Pym — Stretch — where are your 
r decks. 

"Away wilb Melanclioly — 
Nor doleful chaneea ring 
On Life and human Folly, 



Biiller. What a sweet pipe ! A single snateh of an old 
song from you, sir — 

North. Why are you gloweriog at me, Talboys ? 

Talhoya. It has eome into my head, I know not how, to 
ask you a question. 

North. Let it he an easy one — for I am languid.. 

Talboys. Pray, sir, what is the precise signification of the 
word "Clas^cal?" 

North. My dear Talhoys, you seem to think that I have the 
power of answering, off-hand, any and every question a first-rate 
fellow chooses to aak me. Classical — classical ! Why, I should 
say, in the first place — One and one other Mighty People — 
Those, the Kings of Thought — These, the Kings of the Earth, 
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Talhoi/s. Tte tteeks — in 1 Eom-ina, 

North. In the second place — 

TaV)m/s. Attend — do attend, gentlemen. And I Iiope I 
am not too much piesnming on cm not ancient friendship — 
for I feel that a few hours on Loehiwe-side give the priyilage 
of years — in suggesting thit jou will have the goodness to use 
the metal nutcrackers, they we more euphonious than ivory 
with walnuts 

Nbrih. In the aeiond pWe — let me consider — Mr. Talboys 
— I should say — m the setond pkcc — yes, I have it — a Cha- 
racter of Art expres'ilng iteell by words: a mode — a mode of 
Poetry and Eloquence — FiTNEbS and Beatjtt. 

Talbof/s. Thank you, air Titness and Beauty. Anything 

North. Much more. We think of the Greeks and Romans, 
sir, as those in whom the Human Mind reached Superhuman 
Power. 

TaUioys. Superhuman ? 

North. "VVe think so — comparing Oiirselvcs witli them, wc 
cannot help it. In the Hellenic Wit, we suppose Genius and 
Taste met at their height — the Inspiration Omnipoteat — the 
Instinct unerring ! The creations of Greek Poetry! — nonjoii — 
a Mailing ! There the soul seems to be free from its chains — 
happily self-lawed. " The Earth we pace" is there peopled 
with divine forms. Sculpture was theliiiman Form glorified — 
deified. And as in marble, so in Song. Something common 
— teiTestrial — adheres to oivr being, and weighs us down. 
They — the Hellenes — appear to us to have really walked — as 
we walk in our visions of exaltation — as if the Graces and the 
Muses held sway over daily and hourly esistenoe, and not alone 
over work of Art and solemn occasion. No moral stain or im- 
perfection can hinder them from appea.ring to us as the Light 
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of huinan kind. Singular, that in Greece we reconcile oursolyea 
to Heathenism. 

TaM>oys. It may be that wo are all Heathens at heart. 

Norlh. Tlie enthusiast adores Greece — not knowing that 
Greece moaarchizea over him, only hecause it is a miraenloiis 
mirror that rcsplendently and more beautifully reflects — him- 



iSev;ard. Very fine. 

Nbrlh. O life of old, and long, long ago! In the meelf, 
solemn, soul'Stilling hush of Academic Bowers ! 

Seward. The Isis! 

North. Mj youth returns. Oome, spirits of the world tlat 
has been ! Throw open the valyulea of these your shrines, in 
whioh you stand around me, niched side by side, in visible pre- 
sence, in this cathedral-like library ! I read Historian, Poet, 
Orator, Voyager — a life that slid silently away in shades, or 
that bounded like a bark over the billows. I lift up the curtain 
of all ages — I stand under all skies — on the Capitol — on the 
Acropolis. Like that magician whose spirit, with a magical 
word, could leave his own bosom to inhabit another, I take 
upon myself every mode of existence. I read Thucydidea, and 
I would be a Historian — Demosthenes, and I would be an 
orator — Homer, and I dread to believe myself called to be, in 
some shape or other, a servant of the Muse. Heroes and 
Hermits of Thought — Seers of the Invisible — Prophets of the 
Ineffable — Hieropliants of profitable mysteries — Oracles of the 
Nations — Luminaries of that spiritual Heaven! I bid ye 

Sulhr. The fit is on him — he has not the slightest idea 
that he is ;" ~ 



Hosted by Google 



North. Ay-— fiom the liegmmng i pirtof the i ice hue 
separated them selves frjm tte dusty, and the duut devoure], 
turmoil of Ai,fioii to i. ontcinplatioii Have thought — known 
— worshipped' And such knowledge Bocli^ keep Books 
now crumbling bUe Towers ind Pyramids — now outlasting 
them I Books that fiom ige to i„e, and all the sect oni of 
mankind helping, build up the pile of Knowledge — troph d 
Citadel. He who can lead hooks a,a they sh 11 be real 
peruses the operation of the Creator in his cons and a 

his unconscious Works, which yet we call upon t j n a's f 
conscious, in our worship. Tot why— oh ! why dll this pains 
to a,tfain that, through the labor of ages, which in the dewy, 
snnny prime of mom, one thrill of transport gives to me and 
to the Lark alike, summoning, lifting both heavenwards ? Ah ! 
perchance because the dewy, sunny prime does not last through 
the day I Because light poured into the eyes, and sweet 
breath inhaled, aro not the whole of man's life here below — 
and because there is an Hereafter ! 

Seward. I know where he is, Euller. He called it well a 
Cathedral-like Library. 

Nurth. The breath of departed years floats here for my 
respiration. The pure air of heaven flows round about, but 
enters not. The sunbeams glide in, bedimmed as if in some 
haunt half-separated fiom Life, yet on our wde of I>eath. 
Recess, hardly accessible — profound— of which I, the sole in- 
mate, held under an uncomprehended restraint, breathe, move, 
and follow my own way and wise, apart from human mortals I 
Ye! tall, thick Volumes, that are each a treasure-house of 
austere or blazing thoughts, which of you shall I touch with 
sensitive fingers, of which violate the calmy austere repose? 
I dread what I desire. You may dis^turb— you may destroy 
me I Knowledge jiuhfi/^s in me, a? I receive it, communing 
with mjself on my nnctuiet or tearful pillow — or aa it visits 
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mc, trouglit on the streaming muonli^lit, or from the fields 
afire with aoon-aplendor, or looking at me fiom human eyes, 
and stirring round and around me in the tuiiiulf of men — Tour 
knowledge comes in a holy atUIness and chillness, as if spelt 



Seward. Magdalen College Library, I do believe. Mr. 
North — Mr. North — awake — awate — here we are all in Dee- 
side, 

Mrth. Ay — ay — you aay well, Seward. "Look at the 
studies of the Great Scholar, and see from how many quarters 
of the mind impulses may mingle to compose the motives that 
bear him on with indefatigable strength in his laborious career." 

Seward. These were not my very words, sir — 

North. Aj, Sewai-d, you say well. From how many in- 
deed I First among the prime, that peculiar aptitude and 
feculty, which inay be called — a Taste and Genius for — 
Words. 

BuMer. I rather failed there in the Schools, 

North. Yet yon were in the First Class. There is implied 
in it, Seward, a readiness of logical disorimination in the Un- 
derstanding, which apprehends the propriety of Words. 

Buller. I got up my Logic passably and a little more. 

North. For, Seward, the Thoughts, the Notions themaelves 
— ^must be distinctly dissevered in the mind, which shall exactly 
apply to each Thought — Notion — its appropriate signs, its own 
Word. 

Sitifcr. You might as well have said "Euller"— for I beat 
Seward in mj Logic. 

Nmih. But even to this task, Seward, of rightly distin- 
guishing the meaning of Words, more than a mere precision of 
thinking — more than a clearness and strictness of the intel- 
lectual actio n is requisite. 

Buller. And ia Classics we were equal. 
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North. YoTi will be convinced of this, Bullor, if you recol- 
lect what Words express. The miod itself. Eor all its affec- 
tions and sensibilities, Talboys, farnisli a whole host of meanings, 
which must have names in Language. For mankind do not 
rest from enriching and refining their languages, until they 
have made them capable of giving the representation of their 
whole Spirit. 

Talhoffs. The pupil of language, therefore, sir — pardon my 
presumption — before he can recognize the appropriation of the 
Sign, must recognize the thing signified? 

KoHh._ And if the thing signified, Talbojs, by the Word, 
be some profound, solemn, and moral affection— or if it bo 
some wild, fanciful impression — or if it be soine delicate shade 
or tinge of a tender sensibility — can anything be more evident 
than that the Scholar must have experienced in himself tho 
solemn, or the wild, or the tenderly delicate feeling, before he 
is in the condition of afBsing the right and true sense to the 
Word that expresses it? 

Talboys. I should think so, sir. 

Seward. The Woi-ds of Man paint the spirit of Man. The 
Words of a People depicture the Spirit jf a people 

North. Well said, Seward. And, theiefore, the Undcr-> 
standing that la to possess the Words of a language, in the 
Spirit in which they were or are spoken and wiitten, must, by 
Belf-experienoe and sympathy, be able to crnvci'^c, and have 
conversed, with the Spirit of the People, now and of old. 

Buller. And yet what coarse fellows hold up their dunder- 
heads as Scholars, forsooth, in these our days ! 

North. Hence it is an impossibility that a low and hard' 
moral nature should furnisk a high and fine Scholar. The in- 
tellectual endowments must be supported and made available 
by the concurrence of the sensitive nature — of tko moral and 
the imaginative sensibilities. 

9* 
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Bidhr. What moral and imaginative sensibilities haye tliey 
— tlie blear-eyed — the pm-blind — the pompous and tlio pedantic I 
But we have some true Bcholara — ^for example 

North. Ho names, Euller. Yes, Sewai-d, the knowleclge of 
Words is the Gfate of Scholarship. Therefore I lay down upon 
the threshold of the Scholar'a Studies this first condition of his 
high and worthy success, that he will not pluck the loftiest 
palm by means of acute, quick, dear, penetrating, sagacious, 
intellectual faculties alone — let him not hope it: that he re- 
quires to the highest renown also a capacious, profound, and 
tender soul. 

Seward. Ay, sir, and I say so in all homOity, this at the 
gateway, and upon the threshold. How much more when he 

ITorOi. Ay, Seward, you laid the emphasis well there — 
reads. 

Seward. When the written Volumes of Mind from different 
and distant ages of the world, from its different and distant 
climates, are successively unrolled before his insatiable siglit 
and his insatiable soul! 

Bidler. Take all things in moderation. 

Mrtli. No — not the sacred hunger and thirst of the soul. 

Buller. G-reed — give — give. 

JVbrlh. Prom what unknown recesses, from what unlocked 
fountains in the depth of his own being, shall he bring into the 
light of day the thoughts by means of which he shall under- 
stand Homer, Pindar, .^schylus, Demosthenes, Plato, Aristotle 
— DISOO0KSING ! Shall understand them, as the younger did 
the elder — ^the cotemporaries did the cotemporaries — as each 
sublime spirit understood — himself? 

Buller. Did each sublime spirit always understand himself? 

Talho>/s. Urge that, Mr. Buller. 

Nbi-ih. So — and so only — to read, is to be a Scholar. 
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BuUer. Then I am none. 

North. I did not Efiy you were. 

Bailer. Thank you. Wliat do you tliuik of that, Mr. Tal- 
laoya? Address Seward, sir. 

North. I luSdreaa you all three, Is the student smitten 
with the sacred love of Song? Is hQ sensible to the profound 
alhrement of phiioaophio truth? Docs he yearn to acquaint 
himself with the fates and fortunes of his kind? All these 
several desires are so many several inducements of learned study. 

Butter. I understand that. 

Talboi/s. Ditto. 

North. And another inducement to such study is — an ear 
sensible to the Beauty of the Music of Words — and the meta- 
physical faculty of unraveling the causal process which the 
human mind followed in imparting to a Word, originally the 
sign of one Thought only, the power to signify a cognate second 
Thought, which shall displace the first possessor and exponent, 
usurp the throne, and rule for ever over an extended empire 
in the minds, or the hearts, or the souls of men. 

Btdler. Let him have his swing, Mr. Talboys. 

Talbo^s. He has it in that chair. 

North. A Taste and a Genius for Words 1 An oar for the 
beautiful mndc of Words ! A happy justness in the percep- 
tion of their strict proprieties ! A fine skill in apprehending 
the secret relations of Thought with Thought — relations along 
which the mind moves with creative power, to find out for its 
own use, and for the use of all minds to oome, some hitherto 
uncreated expression of an idea — aa image — a sentiment — a 
passion ? These dispositions, and these faculties of the Scholar 
in another Mind falling in with other faculties of genius, pro- 
duce a student of a different name — The Poet. 

BuUer. Oh ! my dear, dear sir, of Poetry we surely had 
enough — I don't say more than enough — a few days ago, sir. 
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I^orth. WhoistliePoetP 

Btdler. I beseecli you let the Poet alone for this evening. 

North. "Well — ■! will. I rememlier the time, Seward, wlien. 
there was a great clamor for a Standard of Taate. A definite 
measure of the indefinite ! 

Talhoys. _ Which is impossible. 

North. And there is a great clamor for a Standard of 
Morals. A definite measure of the indefinite! 

Talbo^s. Which is impossible. 

North. Why, gentlemen, the Faculty of Beauty lives; and 
in finite beings, whieh wo aro. Life changes incessantly. Tlie 
Faculty of Moral Perception lives — and tijerebj it too changes 
for better and for worse. This is the Divine Law — at once 
encouraging and fearful — that Obedience brightens the moral 
eyesight — Sin darkens. Let all men know tbis, and keep it 
in mind always — tiat a single narrowest, simplest Duty, steadily 
practiced day after day, does more to support, and may do 
more to enlighten the soul of the Doer, tkan a course of Moral 
Philosophy taught by a tongue which a soul compounded of 
Bacon, Spenser, Shakspeare, Homer, Demosthenes, and Burke 
— to say nothing of Socrates, and Plato, and Aristotle, should 
inspire. 

BtiUer. You put it strongly, sir, 

Talhot/s. Undeniable doctrine. 

NorA. Gfentlemen, you will often find this question — " la 
there a Standard of Taste f " inextricably confused with the 
question "Is there a true and a false Taste?" He who denies 
the one seems to deny the other. In like manner, " Is there 
a Eight and Wrong?" And "is there accessible to us an in- 
fallible measure of Right and Wrong" are two questions entirely 
distinct, but often confused' — for Logic fled the earth with 
Astrsea. 

Talloj/s She did. 
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North. Talboj's, jou understaBd well enough tlie senbo and 
(culture of the Eeantifu!? 

TaTboj/s. Something of it, perhaps I do. 

North. To feel — to love — to he swallowed up in the spirit 
and works of the Beautiful — in verse and m the visible Vm- 
■vei'se ! That is a life — an enthusiasm — a worship. You find 
those who would if they could, and who pretend &ej eaiij 
attain the same end at less cost. They have taken lessons, and 
they will have their formalities go valid against their intuitions 
of the dedicated soul, 

Talhoys. But the lessons perish — fie dedicated soul is a 
Power in all emergencies and extremities. 

North. Thei-e are Pharisees of Beauty — and Pharisees of 
Morality. 

Seviard. At this day spiritual Cliristians lament that nine- 
tenths of Christians Judaize. 

Nwth. Nor without good reason. The Gospel is the 
Standard of Christian Morality. That is unqnestionabic. It 
is an authority without appeal, and uader which undoubtedly 
all matters, uncertain before, will fall. But pray marlc this — 
it is not a positive standard, in the ordinary meaning of that 
word — it is not one of which our common human understanding 
has only to require and to obtain the indications— which it has 
only to apply and observe. 

Seward. I Bee your meaning, sir. The Gospel refers all 
moral intelligence to the Light of Love within our hearfe. 
Therefore, the very reading of the canons, of every prescriptive 
lino in it, must be by thif, light 

Nm-th. That is my meanmg — hut not my whole meaning, 
dear Seward. For take it, is it unequivocally declares itself 
to be, a Eevelation — not simply of instruction, committed now 
and for ever to men in wiitten human words, and so left — hut 
accompanied with a perpetual agency to enable Will and Un- 
derstanding to receive it; and then it will follow, I believe, 
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that it ia at ovcry momont intelligible and applicable ia its full 
sense, only by a direct and present inapiration — is it too nrncli to 
say — anew revealing itself? " They aliall be taught of God." 

Seward. So far, then, from the Christian Morality being 
one of which the Standard is applicable by every Understanding, 
with like result in given eases, it is one that ia different to every 
Chriatian in proportion to Ms obedience ? 

North. Even so. I suppose that none have ever reached 
the full understanding of it. It is an ever-growing illumination 
— a light more and more onto the perfect day — which day I 
suppose cannot be of the same life, in which we see aa through 
a glass darkly. 

Talboy&. May I offer an illustration f The land shall de- 
scend to the eldest son — you shall love yonr neighbor aa your- 
self. In the two codes these are foundation-stones. But see 
how they differ? There is the land — here is the eldest son — 
the right is clear and fast — and the case done with. But — do 
to thy neighbor? Do what? and to whom? 

Nwth. All human actions, all human affeotdons, all human 
thoughts are then contained in the one Law — as the subject of 
which it defines the disposal. All mankind, but distributed 
into communities, and individuals all differently related to 
it, as the parties in respect of whom it 



Seward. And what is the Form? Do as thou wouldst it 
bo done to thee ! 

North. Ay — my dear friend — the form resolves into a, 
feeling. Lovo thy neighbor. That is all. Ia a measure ^ven? 
Aa thyself. 

Seward, And ia there no limitation ? 

North. By the whole apposition, thy love to thyself and 
thy neighbor are both to be put together in subordination to, 
and limitation and regulation by, thy Love to God, Love Him 
utterly — infinitely — with all thy mind, al! thy heart, all thy 
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strength. Ttis is the entire hook or canon — the Standaed. 
How wholly indefinite and formless to tho Undcratanding ' 
How full of light and form to the belisTing and loYing He^it ' 
Seward. The Moon is iip — how calm the night after all 
that tempest — and how steady the Stars ! Images of enduring 
peace in the heart of nature — and of man. They, too, aro a 
Key elation. 

Mr^t. They, too, are the legible Book of Gid Try to 
eonoeive how different the World must he to Its rational mlia 
bitant — with or without a Maker ! Think of it as a ■foulkss — 
will less World In one sense, it abounds as much with good 
to cnjiy But there is no good>giyer. The banquet spicad, 
I ut the Lm 1 of (he Minsjon away. The feast — ind neither 
grate noi wekome The teaped enjoyment, without the 
gmtitu le 

Sea ltd let thert. hive been Philosophers who ao mis- 
believed 

Mrth Alaa ' there have been — and alas! there are And 
wh it low souls must be theirs I The tone and temper of uur 
feelings are determined by the objectswith which we habitually 
converse. If we see beautiful scenes, they impart serenity — it 
sublime scenes, they elevate us. Will no serenity, nn elevation 
come from contemplating Him, of whoso Thought the Beautiful 
and the Sublime are but shadows I 

Saward. No sincere or elevating influence be lost out of a 
World out of which He is lost f 

North. Nino we look upon Planets and Suns, and see Intel 
ligoncc ruling them — on Seasons that succeed each othei, and 
we apprehend Design — on plant and animal fitted to its plate 
in the world, "ind furnished with its due means of existence, 
and repeated for ever in its kind — and we admire Wisdom 
Oh! Atheist or '^keptie! — what a difference to Us it the mar- 
vellous Law5 lie here without a Lawgiver — if Design be here 
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■without a DesigDer — all the Order that wisdom could mean 
and effect, and not the Wistloin — if Chance, or Necessity, or 
Fate reigns here, and not Mind — if this Univerae is matter of 
Aetonishraent merely, and not of adoration ! 

Seward. We are made better, nobler, sir, by the society of 
the good and the noble. Perhaps of ourselves unable to think 
high thoughts, and without the bold warmth that dares gene- 
rously, wa catch by degrees something of tlie mounting spirit, 
and of the ardor proper to the sti-ongcr souls with whom we 
live familiarly, and become sharers and imitntoi-s of virtues to 
which we could not have given birth. The devoted courage of 
& leader turns bis followers into heroes — the patient death of 
one martyr inflames in a thousand slumbering bosoms a zeal 
answering to his own. And shall Perfect Goodness contem- 
plated move no goodness in us? Shall His Holiness and Purity 
raise in ua no desire to be holy and pure? — His infinite Love 
towards His creatures kindle no spark of love in us towards 
our fellow-oreatnres? 

North. God bless you, my dear Seward — but you speak 
well. Our fellow- creatures ! The name, the binding title, dis- 
solyes in air, if He is not our common Creator. Take away 
that bond of relationship among men, and aeoordmg to oiroum- 
stances they confront one another as friends or foes — but 
Brothers no longer — if not children of one Celestial Father. 

TaUjoys. And if they no longer have immortal souls! 

NoTlh. Oh ! my friends ! — if this winged and swift life be all 
our life, what a mournful tasfe have we had of possible happi- 
-Desa? We have, as it were, from some dax-k and cold edge of 
a bright world, just looked in and been plucked away again? 
Have we oome to experience pleasure by fits and glimpses; but 
intertwined with pain, burdensome labor, with weariness, and 
with indifference ? Have we come to try the solace and joy of 
a warm, fearless, and confiding affection, to be then chilled or 
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liliglitfld l)y bitterness, by separation, by eliange of heart, or by 
tho dread sunderer of loyes — Deatli ? Have we found the glad- 
ness and the strength of knowledge, when some raja of truth 
have flashed in upon our souls, in the midst of error and un- 
certaJnty, or amidst continuous, nece-f^itatcd, uninstructive avo- 
Ciitionsof the Understanding — and lathatall? Havewefeltin 
furtunato hour tho charm of the Beautiful, that invests, aa with 
a mantle, this visible Creation, oi have we found ourselves 
lifted above the earth by sudden apprchenaion of sublimity? 
Have we had the consciousness of such feehngs, which have 
seemed to us as if they might themselves make up a life — ■ 
almost an angei's life — and were they " instant eomo and instant 
gone ?" Have we known the consolation of DoiNO Eight, in 
the midst of much that we have done wrong? and was that 
also a coruscation of a transient sunshine ? Have we lifted up 
our thoughts to see Him wlio is Love, and Light, and Truth, 
and Bliss, to be in the next instant plunged into the darkness 
of aonihilationf Have all these things been but flowers that 
we have pulled by the side of a hard and tedious way, and that, 
after gladdening us for a brief season with hue and odor, wither 
in our hands, and are like ourselves — nothing ? 

Bailer. I lovo you, sir, better and better every day. 

North. We step the earth — we look abroad over it, and it 
seems immense — so does the sea. What ages had men lived — 
and knew but a small portion. They circumnavigate it now 
with a speed under which its vast bulk shrinks. But let the 
astronomer lift up his glass and he learns to believe in a total 
mass of matter, compared with, which this groat globe itself 
becomes an imponderable grain of dust. And so to each of us 
walking along the road of life, a year, a day, or an hour shall 
seem long. As we grow older, the time shortens; but when 
we lift up our eyes to look beyond this earth, our seventy 
years, and the few thousands of years which have rolled ovrr 
10 
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the human race, Tanisli into a point ; for then we are measuring 
Time against Eternity. 

Talhoys. And if we can find ground for belieying that this 
quickly-meaaured span of Life is hut the heginning — the dim 
dajhreak of a Life immeasurable, never attaining to its night 
—what lomght shall we any longer allow to the cares, fears, 
toils, troubles, afflictions — which here have sometimes bowed 
down our strength to the ground — a harden more than we 
could bear. 

North. They then all acquire a new character. That they 
are then felt as transitory must do something towards lightening 
their load. But more is disclosed in them; for they then 
appear as having an unsuspected worth and use. If this life 
he but the beginning of another, then it may he believed that 
the accidents and passages thereof have some hearing upon the 
conditions of that other, and we loam to look on tliis as a state 
of Probation. Let us out, and lock at the sky. 
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No. III. 



Scene — GuUa Perelia. 
Time — Early Eventi j 

Nt R I H — BULLER — SeWABD — TALBOI S 

North Trim — turn — tr m — 

Talbot/' Centlemen are you ill seite F 

Mi7fh Why into m Ii ftrantjO va^anes fill ia you would 
d nee Longfellow? Seize bis si irts Sewarl Ballei cling t< 
lii^i knees Billy the i uat hnok — he will he— he i^ — over 
boail 

Talboi/i Not at all Irutta P ichd i*! o niewhat erauL — 
jnd I am ste dy ng her iir 

Aoilh. Y> hat is that round youi waist? 

Talhcn/s. My Air-^rdle. 

NortJi. I insist upon you dropping it, Longman. It malces 
you teokless. I did not think you wore such a selfish cha^ 
racter. 

Talboys. Alaa! in this world, tow are our noblest in toa- 
tions misunderstood ! I put it on, sir, that, in case of a capsize, 
I might more buoyantly bear you ashore. 
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JVbrfh. Forgive me, my friend. But — bo seated. Our 
craft is but indifferently well adapted to the gallopade. Be 
seated, I beseeot you ! Or if you will stand, do plant botb feet 
— do not — do not alternate so — and aboye all do not, I implore 
you — sKow off on one, as if yon were composing and reciting 
versoa — There, down you are — and if there be not a hole in 
her bottom, Gutta Peroha is safe against all the hidden locka 
in Loch Awe. 

Talhoys. Let me tate the stroke oar. 

North. For sate of tho ancient houses of the Sewards and 
the Bullera, sit where you ai'e. We are already in four fathom 

TaVioi/s. The Lines. 

BUly. Nea, nea — MJatcr Talboy. Nano shall steer Tcrch 
when Ho'a aflo t b 1 1 Id mmodore. 

N<»-th. Sh ff 1 1 

Talboys. Aw tli r in heaven ? 

BiUy. On t t 

North. Billy— m 

Talbo^s. Til H \ n e high — and they are deep. Fear 
would rise up from that Profound, if fear there could be in the 
perfectly Beautiful I 

Seward. Perhaps there is — though it wants a name. 

North. We know there is no danger— and therefore we 
should feel no fear. But we cannot wholly disencumber our- 
selves of the emotions that ordinarily great depth inspires — and 
Terily I hold with Seward, while thus we hang over the sky- 
abyss below with suspended oars. 

Seward. The Ideal rests on the Heal — Imagination on 
Memory — and the Visionary, at ifa utmost, still retains relations 
with Truth. 

Buller. Pray you to look at our Encampment. Kothing 
visionary there — 
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Talhoys. Which Encampment? 

BvUer. On the hill-side — up yonder — at Cladich. 

Talhoyi. You should hayo said so at first. I thought you 
meant that other down — 

Buller. When I speak to you, I mean the bona fide flesh 
and hlood Talhoys, sitting by the side of the honafide flesh and 
hlood Christopher North, in Gutta Peroha, and not that some- 
what absurd, and, I trust, idea) personage, standing on his tead 
in the water, or it may be the air, some fathoms below her keel 
— like a pearl-diver. 

Taihoya Put up your hands — so — my dear Mr North and 
f th p t 

N J AIM 11 h th I"Uhytlihllbhid 
CI 1 h th ti jl 11 t m m k b k 1 th t t 

m t,ht m 1 t C It t 1 mb th g 1 i 1 

1 y th <n- h 11 dj, whil h Ii p II i 

b hthy k— ibhltht dit Imf 

th fl t t m my lit I th p k f t F ui 

f th y 1 k f, t th T t A I f a th y 
th p w f th t &y an P n ts th m w lb 

1 lb / Ayuu fhy tld 

Am A If 1 d m h th b tte If tai th y 

1 Ttobeld andfldthyd tbm 

t 

5 dtThlgbdhdwfthC tmth 

wht fth T t— t l^ d t t h m ywitl th 

Ig I — tkpgwththbwnkt ftl 



\ (7 Ih CO yl t Iff m t 

T n 1/ n -^ i t 1 k 
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Boiler. So does the Van. But Doeside is tlie Pandemo- 

Talboys. Well translated by Paterson in his Notes on Mil- 
ton, "AU-Dcvil's-HaU." 

North. Huali. And how lovely the foreground! Sloping 
upland — with single traos standing one hy one, at distances 
wide enough to allow to each ilfl own little grassy domain — with 
its circle of bracken or hroom— or its own golden gorse grove 
— divided hy the sjlvaji course of the hidden river itself, visi- 
bla only when it glimpses into the Look— Here, friends, we 
Beem to see the united ocoupafions of pastoral, agricultural — 
and — 

BuUer. Pardon me, mv, I have a proposition to make. 

Korih. You might have waited a moment till — 

Sailer. Not a moment. We all Four see the background 
— and the middle-ground and the foreground — and all the 
ground round and about — and all the islands and their shadows 
— and all the mountains and theirs — and, towering high above 
all, that Cmachan of yours, who I firmly believe, is behind us 
— though 'twould twist my neck now to get a vizzy of him. 
No use then in describing all that lies within the visible hori- 
zon — there it is — let us enjoy it and be thankful — and lot us 
talk this evening of whatever may happen to come into our re- 
epective heads — and I beg leave to add, sir, with all reverence, 
let's have fair play — let no einglo man — young or old — take 
more than his own lawful share — 

mrO,. Sir? 

Bvller. And let the subject of angling be tabooed— and all 
its endless botheration about basketa and rods, and reels and 
tackle — salmon, sea^tront, yellow-fin, pei-ch, pike, and the Perox 
' — and no drivel about- Deer and Eagles — 

Nm-A: Sir? What's the meaning of all this— Seward, say 
—tell Talboys. 
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BuTkr. And let eaoli roan on opening his mouth be timed 
— and let it be two-minute time — and let mo be time-keeper — 
butj in consideration of your years and habits, and presidency, 
let time to you, sir, be extended to two minutes and thirty 
seeonds^and let us all talk time about — and let no man seek to 
nullify the law by talking at r^way rate — and let no man who 
waives his right of turn, however often, think to make up for 
the loss by elMming quarter of an hour afterwards — and that, 
too, perhaps at the smartest of the soiree — and let there be no 
contradiction, either, round, flat, or angalar — and let no man 
speak about what he understands — that is, has long studied and 
made himself master of— for that would he giving him an unfair 
— I had almost said — would he t^ing a mean advantage — and 
let no man— 

North. Why, the mutiny at the Nore was nothing to this, 

BvJler. Lord High Admiral though you be, sir, you must 
obey the laws of tho service — 

MirSi. I see how it is. 

Sillier. How is it? 

North. But it will soon wear off — that's the saving virtue 
of Champagne, 

BuUtr. Champagne, indeed! Small Beer, smaller than the 
fimallest size. You have not the heart, sir, to give Champagne. 

NortJi. We had better put about, gentlemen, and go ashore. 

Jiullcr. My ever honored, long revered sir ! I have got 
intoxicated on our Teetotal debauchery. The fumes of the 
water have gone to my head— and I need but a few drops of 
brandy to set me all right. Billy — the flask. There — I am 
as sober as a Judge. 

M»-t/i. Ay, 'tis thus, Buller, you wise wag, that you would 
lot the "old man garrulous" into the secret of his own tenden- 
cies — too often imconscioHS he of the powers that have set so 
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many asleep. I accept the law — but let il>— do let it be threo- 
roinute time. 

Buller. Five — ten — twenty — "witL thee conversing, I for- 
get all time." 

Norik. Strike medium — Ten. 

SuUer. My dear air, for a moment let me have that Spy- 
glass. 

JVbrth. I must lay it down — for a Bevy of Fair Women are 
on the Mount — and are brouglit so near that I hear them laugh- 
ing — especially the Prima Donna, whose Glass is in dangerous 
proximity with my nose. 

Buller. Fling her a kks, sir. 

North. There — and how prettily she returns it ! 

Buller. Happy old man ! Go where yoti will — 

Talboj/s. "Uljases and the Syrens. Had he my air-girdle, 
he would swim ashore. 

Mirth. " Oh, mihi pifeteritos rcferat si Jupiter annos !" 

Talioffs. The words are regretful — but there is no regret 
iu the voice that syllables them — it is clear as a bell, and as 



North. Talking of kissing, I hear one of the most melodious 
songs that ever flowed from lady's lip — 

"Tha current tlial with gentle moiion glides, 
Thou know est, beiog slopped, impatiently doth vagS} 
But whan iiis fair course is not hindered. 
He makes sweet music with the enameled stones, 
Giving a gentle Aws to eiiery sedge 
Hk Dvertaketh Ml hUpUgrimage; 

. And SO by many winding nooks he sltaja 
With willing sport lo the wild ocean," 

Is it not perfect? 

Seward. It is. ^ Music — Painting, and Poetry. 
Buller, Sculpture and Architecture, 
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Nordi. Bullei'j you're a blodrliead. Dear Mr. Alison, in 
Lis charming Essni/s an Tuste, finds a little fault in wliat seems 
to me a great boauty iu this one of the sweetest passages in 
Shakspuare. 

Bidler. Sweetest. Tliat'a a miss-molljish word. 

NoyA. Asa. One of the sweetest passages in Sliatspoaro. 
He finds fault with tlie Current kissing the Sedges. "The 
pleasing personiflcatiou wbieli we attribute to abrook is foundect 
upon the f^nt telief of voluntary motion, and is immediately 
cheeked when tlie Poet ilfscends to any minute or particular 



Si^ard. Descen<3s ! 

M/rth. The word, to my ear, docs sound strangely; and 
though Lis expression, "faint belief," is a true and a fine one, 
yet here the dnutrino docs not apply. Kay, here we have a 
true notion inconsiderately misapplied. Without doubt Poets 
of more wit than sensibility do follow on a similitude beyond 
the suggestion of the contemplated subject. But the rippling 
of water against a sedge suggests a kiss — is, I believe, a kiss-^ 
liquid, soft, loving, JipjieA. 

Bulkr. Beautiful. 

North. Buller, you arc a fellow of fine taste. Compare the 
whole eatidogue of metaphorical kisses — admitted and claimalDle 
—and you will find this one of the most natural of them aJI. 
Pilgrimage, in Skakspeare's day, had dropt, in the speech of 
our Poets, from its early religious propriety, of seeking a holy 
plare under a vow, inte a roving of the region. See his " Pas- 
sionate Pilgrim." If Shakspeare found the word so far gene- 
ralized, then "wanderer through the woods," or plains, or 
through anything else, is the suggestion of the beholding. The 
river is more, indeed; being, like the pilgrim, on his way to a 
term, and an obliged way — "the wild ocean." 

Stiiard. The "faint belief of voluntary motion"— -Mr. 
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Alison's fine phrase — is one, and possibly tie grounding incen- 
tive to impersonating tte "current" tore; but other elements 
enter in ; lii|uidity — transparenoy-r-whioh suggests a spiritual 
nature, and Beauty wHcli moves Love. 

. North. Ay, and the Poets of that age, in the fresher alae- 
rity of their fancy, had a justification of comparisons, which do 
not occur as promptly to us, nor, when prosentod to us, delight 
so much as they would, were our fancy as alive as theirs. You 
might suspect, <i priori, Ovid, Cowley, and Dryden, as iilrely to 
be led by indulgence of their ingenuity into passionless simili- 
tudes — and you may misdoubt even that Shakspeaie was in dan- 
ger of being so run away with. But let us have clear and un- 
eqoiyocal instances. This one aMuredly is not of the number. 
It is esquisito. 

Talboyi. Mr. Alison, I presume to think, air, should either 
have quoted the whole speech, or kept the whole in view, when 
animadverting on those two lines about the kissing Pilgrim. 
Julia, a Lady of Verona, beloved by Proteus, is only half-done 
— and now she comes — to herself. 

"Then let me go, and hiniJernot my oonrse; 
I'll be as palieiit as a gentle stream, 
And make a pastime of BBch weaty step, 
Till the last step have brought me lo my love ; 
And there I'll rest, as, after much turmoil, 
A blesaed eoiil doth in Elysium." 

The language of Shakspeare's Ladies is not the language we 
hear in real life. I wish it were. Real life would then be 
delightful indeed. Julia is privileged to be poetical far beyond 
the usage of the very best circles — &r beyond that of any mor- 
tal creatures For the God Shikspeaic his u alo her anl all 
her k n poet c- 1 — and f y u obiect to iny f the 1 nes j ou 
must olject to them j11 lim nently b auttul they are; 

and the r 1 a ty 1 n the pa mf n e; n t j r t that 
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pervades the whole, and Bustaina the Similitude throughout," 
without a moment's flagging of the fancy, ivithout a moment's 
departure from the trnttfulness of the heaj-t. 

North, Talboys, I thank you — yott are at the root. 
Seward. A wonderful thing — altogether — ^is Imperaonit- 
tJon. 

North. It is indeed. If wo woidd know the magnitude of 
the dominion whick tte disposition constraining ub to imper- 
sonate has exercised over the human mind, wo should have to 
go back unto those ages of the world when it exerted itself, un- 
controlled by philosophy, and in obedience to religious impulses 
— when ImpersocatioLS of Natural Objecte and Powers, of 
Moral Powers and of Notions entertained by the Understanding, 
filled the Temples of the Nations with visible Deities, and were 
worshiped with altars and incense, hymns and sacrifices. 

JitiUer, Was over before such disquisition begotten by — an 
imaginary kiss among the Sedges! 

North. Hold your tongue, Buller. But if you would see 
how hard this dominion is to eradicate, look to the most civil- 
ized and enlightened times, when severe Truth has to the ut- 
most cleansed the Understanding of iUusions — and observe 
how tenaciously these imaginary Beings, endowed with imagi- 
nary life, hold their place ia our Sculpture, Painting, and 
Poetry, and Eloqiience^ — -nay, in our common and quiet speech. 
Seward. It is all full of them. The most prosaic of proaers 
uses poetical language without knowing it^— and Poets without 
knowing to what extent and degiee 

North. Ay, Seward, and were wo to expatiate in the walks 
of the profounder emotions, we should sometimes be startled by 
the sudden apparitions of boldly impersonated Thoughts, upon 
occasions tliat did not seem to promise them — where you might 
have thought that interests of overwhelming moment would 
have effectually banished the play of imagination. 



Hosted by Google 



Talhcn/i. Shaispeare is justified, tlien — and the Lady Julia 

epoke like a Lady in Love with all nature — and with Proteus. 

Bulkr. A most beautiful day is thia indeed— but it is a 



But here all the islaada float double — and ail the castles and 
abbeys — and all the hilla and mountains — and all the clouds 
and boats and men — double, did I say — triple — quadruple — 
we are here, and tkere, and everywhere, and nowhere, all at 
the same moment. Iniahail, I have jou — no — G-utta Percha 
slides over you, and you have no material esistenco. Very 
well. 

Seward. Is there no house on Inishail ? 

North. Not one — ^bnt the house appointed fnr all living. 
A Burial-place. I see if — ^but not one of you — fur it is little 
noticeable, and seldom used — on an average, one funeral in the 
year. Forty years ago I stepped info a small snuff-shop in the 
Saltmarket, Glasgow, to replenish my shell — and found my 
friend was from Loehawe-side. I asked him if ho often revisited 
his native shore, and ho answered — seldom, and had not for a 
long time — but that though his lot did not allow Mm to live 
there, he hoped to be buried in Injshail. We strnelc up a 
friendship — his snuff was good, and so was his whisky, for it 
was unesoised. A few years ago, trolling for Feroces, I mot a 
boat with a coffin, and in it the body of the old tobacconist. 

Setnard. "The Churchyard among the Mountains," in 
Wordsworth's Excursion, is alone sufficient for his immortality 

N'orih.—lt is. So for Gray's is his Elegy. But some 
hundred and forty lines in all— no more — ^yet how compre- 
hensive— how oomplcte! " Tn a Country Churchyard !" Every 
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generation there bui-ics the whole tamlet — which is much the 
same as burying the whole world — or a whole worU. 
ScwaTd. 

" The rade fbiefatliBts of llie iiamlet sleep 1" 

All Peasants — diers and mourners 1 Utmost aimplicity of all 
belonging to life — utmost simplioity of all belonging to death. 
Therefore, universally affeeting. 

North. Then the — Grayishness. 

BitU^. The what, air? 

North. The Grayiahnesa. The exquisite scholarship, and 
the high artifice of the words and music— yet all in perfect 
adaptation to the aoene and its easenlJal character. Is there not 
in that union and communion of the solemn -profound, and the 
delicato-esquisite, something Cathedral-like? Which has the 
awo and infinitude of Deity and Eternity, and the prostrations 
and aspirations of adoration for its baaia— expreaaed in the gene- 
ral atruotnre and forma; and all this meeting and blent into 
the minute and fine elaboration of the ornaments? Like the 
odors that steal and creep on the soft, moist, evening dr, 
whilst the dim hush of the Universal Temple dilates and elates. 
The least and the greatest in one. Why not? Is not that 
spiritual — angelical — divine '. The least is not too exiguous for 



their united power is felt when not understood. I speak, Sew- 
ard, of that which might be suggested for a primary fault in the 
Elegy — the contrast of the most artful, scholarly style, and the 
simple, rude, lowly, homely matter. But you shall see that every 
fancy seizes, and every memory holds especially those verses 
and wordings which bring out this contrast — that richest line — 

" Tbe breezy call of inceose-brealbing morn !" 
is felt to be aoon followed well by that aimplest — 

"No move shall roiisc liiem from tlieir lowly iiotr'— 

n 
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where — I take " lowly" to imply low in earth — humbly turfed 
or flowered — and of the lowly. 

Seward. And so, sir, the pomp of a Cathedral is described, 
though a village Church alone is in presence. So Milfon, Crom- 
well, and other groat powers are set in array — that which these 
were not, against that which those were. 

Korffi. Yet hear Dr. Thomas Brown — an aonte metaphysi- 
cian — but an obtuse critic — and no Poet at all. "The two 
images in this stanza ('Full many a gem,' &o.} certainly produce 
very different degrees of poetical delight. That which is bor- 
rowed from the rose blooming in solitude pleases in a very high 
degree, both as it contains a just and beautiful similitude, and 
still more as the similitude, is one of the most likely to have 
arisen in such a situation. But the simile in the first two lines 
of the stanza, though it may perhaps philosophically be as just, 
has no other charm, and strikes us immediately as not the na- 
tural suggestion of such a moment and such a scene. To a per- 
son moralizing amid a simple Churchyard, there is perhaps no 
object that would not sooner have occurred than this piece of 
minute jewelry — 'a gem of purest ray serene, in the un- 
fathomed caves of ocean.' " 

Seward. A person moralizing ! He forgot that person was 
Thomas Q-ray. And ho never tnew what you have told us 

Nbrlk Why, my dear Seward, the Gem is the recognized 
most intense expression, from the natural world, of worth — 
inestimable priceless price — dependent on rarity and beauty. 
The Flower is a like intense expression, from the same world, 
of the power to call forth love. The first image is fell by every 
reader to be high, and exaJting its object; tho second to be 
tender, and openly ^adAciii;. Of course it moves more, and of 
course it comes last. Tho Poet has just before spoken of Mil- 
ton and Cromwell — of bards and kings — and history with all 
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Ler wealth. Is the transition violent from these objects to 
Gems? He is moved by, hut he is not hoimd to, the scene and 
time. His own thou^ts emancipate. Brown seems utterly 
to iavD forgotten tliat the Poet himself is tlie Dramatic person 
of the Monologue. Shall he be restricted from using the rich- 
ness and splendor of his own thoughts? That one stanza sums 
up the two or three preceding — and is perfectly attuaed to the 
reigning mood, tamper, or pathos. 

BuUei: Thank you, gentlemen. The Doctor is done brown. 

North. 

"TliBpailiBorelory load but to the grave!" 

Methinks I could read you a homily on that Text. 

Bulhr. To-morrow, sir, if you please. To-morrow is Sun- 
day — and you may read it to us as we glide to Divine Service 
at Dalmally — two of u3 to the Established and two of us to the 
Free Kirk. 

NoTth. Be it so, But you will not be displeased with me 
for quoting now, from heart-memory, a single sentenoe on the 
great line, from Eeattie, and from Adam Fergusson. " It pre- 
sents to the imagination a wide plain, where several roadB ap- 
pear, crowded with glittering multitudes, and issuing from dif- 
ferent quarters, but drawing nearer and nearer as they advance, 
till they terminate in a dark and narrow house, where all their 
glories enter in sueee^ion, and disappear for ever." 

Seward. Thank you, sir. That is Eeattie? 

NoTtk. It is. Fergusson's memorable words are — "If from 
this we are disposed to collect any inference adverse to the pur- 
suits of glory, it may be asked whither do the paths of igino- 
miny lead ? K to the grave, also, then our choice of a life re- 
mains to be made on the grounds of its intrinsic value, without 
regard to an end which is common to every station of life we 
oan lead, whether iUustrious or obscure." 
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Seward. Very fine. Who says it ? Fergusson — who was 
he? , 

Nor&. The hest of you Englishers ^e intolerahly ignorant 
about Scotland. Tlo yoa know the Ke¥. John Mitford? 

Seward. I do — and have for him the greatest respect. 

North. So liave I. He is one of our best editors — as Kck- 
ering is one of our best Publishers of the Poets. But I am 
somewhat doubtful of the truthfulness of hia remarks on the 
opening of the Elegy, in the Appendis to hia excellent Life of 
Gray, " The Ourfew ' toll' is not the appropriate word — it was 
not a slow bell tolling for the dead." 

Seward. Truo enough, not for the dea^J — but Gray then 
felt as if it were for the dying — and chose to say so — the part- 
ing day. Was it quick and "merry aa a maniage-bell ?" I 
oan't think it — nor did Milton, "swinging alow with sullen 
roar." Gray was II Penseroso. Prospero calls it the " solemn 
curfew." Toll is right. 

I^ortk. But, says my friend Mitforcl, " there is another error, 
a confusion of time. The ourfew tolls, and the ploughman re- 
turns from work. Now the ploughman returns two or three 
hours before the curfew rings; and 'the glimmering landscape' 
has 'long ceased to fade' before the curfew. The 'parting day' 
is also incorrect; the day had long finished. But if the word 
Curfew is taken simply for 'the Evening Bell,' then also is the 
time incorrect — and a Jmiell is not tolled for the parting, but 
for the parted — 'and leaves the world to darkness and to me.' 
'Now fades the glimmering landscape on the sight.' Here the 
incidents, instead of being progressive, foil back, and make the 
picture confused and inhai-m onions; especially as it appears 
soon after that it was not dai-k. For 'the moping owl does to 
the moon complain.'" 

Seward. Pardon me, sir, I cannot venture to answer all that 
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— ^but if Mitford be right, Gray must lie very wrong indeed. 
Let me see— give us it oyer again — sentence by sentence — 

BuUbi: No — no — no. Once is enough — and enough is aa 
good as a feast. 

Norih. Talhojs? 
' Talhoys. Since you have a great respect for Mr, Mitford, 
sir, so have I. But hitherto I Lave been a stranger to his 
merits. 

Seward. The liest of jou Scottishers ai-e intolerably igno- 
rant about England. 

Talho^s. In the first place, Mr. North, when does the 
Ourfew toll, or ring ? — for hang me if I remember — or rather 
ever knew. And in the second place, when does tlie Evening 
Bell give tongue ?— for hang me if I am much better informed 
aa to his motions. Yet I should know something of the family 
of the Bells. Say — eight o'clock. Well. It is summer-time, 
I suppose ; for you cannot believe that so dainty a person in 
health and habite, as the Poet Gray, would write an Elegy in 
a Country Churchyard in winter, and well on towards night. 
True, that is a way of speaking; he did not write it with his 
(.row quill, lu his neat hand, on his neat vellum, on the only 
honzontal tomb-stone But in the Churchyard he assumes to 
fell — probablj under a Plane-tree, for sake of the congenial 
(doiim Season of the year ascertained — Summer — time of 
Cmfew— cightf— then I can find no fault witt the Ploughman. 
He come^ in well— either as an image or a man. He must 
have been an honest, hard-working fellow, and worth the high- 
est wages going between the years 1745 and 1750. At what 
hour do ploughmen leave the stilts in CamMdgeshire? We 
must not say at six. Different hours in different counties, 
Buller. 

BvMer. Go on— ^I's right, Talboys. 

Talboi/s. It is not too much to believe that Hodge did not 
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grudge, occasionally, a half hour over, to a good master, Thoa 
he Lad to stable his iorses — Star and Smiler — ml) them down 
— bed them. — flll rack and manger — water them — maie sure 
their noses were in the oata — lock the stable before the nags 
wore stolon — and thenj and not till then, 

"Tlie Ploughman homaward ploJs his weaty waj'," 

For be does not sleep on the Farm — be bas a wife and small 
family — that is, a large family of smallish ebildren — in a Ham- 
let, at least two miles off — and he does not walk for a wager of 
a flitch of baoon and barrel of beer — but for bis accustomed 
rasher and a jug — and such endearments as will restore his 
weaiiness up to the proper pitch for a sound night's sleep. God 
bless him ! 

BuUer. Shorn of your beams, Mr. North eclipsed. 

Talbo^s. The ploughman, then, does not return "two or 
tlree hours before the curfew rings." Nor baa "the glimmer- 
ing landscape long ceased to fedo before the curfew." Nor ia 
"the parting day incorrect." Nor "baa the day long finished." 
Nor, when it may liave finished, or may finish, can any man in 
the hamlet, during all that gradual subsiding of light and sound, 
take upon him to give any opinion at all. 

North. My boy, Talboys. 

Talho7/s. "And leave tlie world to darkness and to me." 
Ay — into his hut goes the ploughman, and leaves the world 
and me to darkness — which is coming — but not yet come — the 
Poet knows it is coming — near at band its coming glooms; and 
Darkness shows her dirinity as she is preparing to mount her 
throne. 

North. Nothing can be better 

Talboj/s. "'Now fedcs the glimmtung l^nd=c^pe on the 
sight.' Here the mcident, mstea/l of bemg progressiTc, falls 
back, and makts the pu,tuie lonfused and inbiimonn us." 
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Confused and inharmonious? By no manner of means. Notting 
of tlie sort. There is no retrogression— -the day has heen un- 
wiOing to die — cannot believe she ie djing — and cannot thick 
'tis for her the curfew is tolling; but the Poet feels it is even 
so; the glimmering and the fading, beautiful as they are, are 
sure symptoms — she is dying into Evening, and Evening will 
soon be the dying into Night; but to the Poet's eye how beau- 
tiful the transmutations I Nor knows he that the Moon has 
arisen, till, at the voice of the night-bird, he looks np the ivied 
church-tower, and there she is, whether full, waning, or ores- 
cent, there are not data for the Astronomer to declare. 

North. My friend Mr. Mitford says of the line, "No more 
shall rouse them from their lowly bed" — That "here the epi- 
thet lowly, as applied to bed, ocoasions an ambiguity, as to 
whether the Poet means the bed on which they sleep, or the 
grave in which they are laid;" and he adds, "there can be no 
greater fault in composition than a doubtful meaning." 

Talhoys. There cannot be a more touching beauty. Lowly 
applies to both. From their lowly bed in their lowly dwellings 
among the quick, those joyous sounds used to awaken them; 
from their lowly bed in their lowly dwellings among the dead, 
those joyous sounds will awaken them never more : but a sound 
will awaken them when He comes to judge both the quick and 
the dead; and for them there is Christian hope— from 

" Many a 
That t 



'■ Their fartow oft ilie slubborn Elete halh bmlip ; 
How jocund did tliey drive their Loam afield ! 
How bowed the woods beneath llieir sturdy strolte !" 

This stanza — says Mr. Mitford — "is made up of various pioeea 
inlaid' — 'Stubborn glebe' is from Gay; 'diive afield' fi-oni 
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Mlton 'sturly ■stroke fifni ^peii^i Si h t u h th 
sytem cf Gray s compos ti n and theref r u h th f 

his imp f ct 113 Pu tj- f language ^o ir y f th ugl t 
and even s n la fy of hyra all give way t th nt da t n 
of cert, n p t d sp a H m fact tli b ut f 1 j w 1 
when b u 1 1 1 a n t tt nto the new tt n li t 

Such is the Iff n 1 tw n th flower stu k t th ni 

and tho e that <^ w f m t Talboja? 

BuUer. Why not — Buller ? 

Talbo^s. I give way to the geutlenian. 

Buller. Nor for worlds would I take the word out of any 
man's mouth. 

Tallows. Gray took "etubbora glebe" from Gay. Why 
from Gay? It has been familiar in men's mouths from the 
introduction of agrieulture into this Island. May not a Saxon 
gentleman say "drive their teams a-ficld" without charge of 
theft from Milton, who said "drove a-field." \\Tio first said 
" 6ee-ho, Dobbin ?" Was Spenser the first — the only man be- 
fore Milton — who used "sturdy stroke?" — and has nobody used 
it since Gray? 

BiMer. You could give a "sturdy stroke" yourself, Talboys. 
What's your weight? . 

Talhoi/s. Gray's style i& sometimes too composite — you 
yourself, air, would not deny it is so — but Mr. Mitford's in- 
stances here are absurd, and the charge founded on them false. 
Gray seldom, if ever — say never, " sacrifices purity of language, 
and accuracy of thought," for the sake of introducing certain 
poetical expressions. "All give way" is a gross exaggeration. 
The beautiful words of the brethren, with which his loving 
memory was stored, came up in the hour of imagination, and 
took their plaee among the words as beautiful of his own con- 
genial inspirations; the flowers he transplanted from poetry 
d not, grew dim, nor died ;" for he had talten them 
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up gently by the roots, and with some of tte old mould adher- 
ing to their tendrils, and, true florist as he was, had prepared 
for them a richest soil in his own garden, which he held from 
nature, and which the sun and the dew of nature nourished, 
and will nourish for ever. 

Stiller. That face is not pleasant, sir. Nothing so disfigures 
a face as envy. Old Poets at last grow ugly all — hut you, sir, 
are a Philosopher — and on your henign countenance 'twas hut 
a passing cloud. There — jou are as beautiful as ever — how 
comely in critical old age ! Any farther fault to find with our 
friend Mitfordf 

Mrlh. 

" On some fond breast Ihe parling soul telleB, 

Some pious drops [he closing eye requires ; 

Even from the lomb tbe voice of nalure cries, 

Evea in oat ashes live iheit wonted fires." 

"'Pious drops' is from Ovid — ^piEe laohrymto; 'closing eye' is 
from Pope™' voice of nature' from the Anthologia, and the last 
line from Chaucer — ' Yet on our ashes cold is fire jreken.' 
Prom so inany qitarries are ihe stones irouglit to form this ela- 
borate Mosaic pavemmt." I say, for "pite lachrymffl" all 
. honor to Ovid — for "pious drops" all honor to Gray. "Oiosiug 
oye" is not from Pope's Elegy; "voice of nature" ia no( from the 
Anthologia, but from Nature herself; Chaucer's line may have 
suggested (Cray's, hut the reader of Chaucer knows that Gray's 
has a tender and profound moaning which is not in Chaucer's 
at all— and he knows, too, that Mr. Mitford is not a reader of 
Chaucer — ^foir were he, he could not have written "ashes" for 
"ashen." There were no quarries — there is no Mosaic. Mo- 
saic pavement ! Worse, if possible — more ostentatiously pedan- 
tic — even than stuck in flowers, jewels, settingSj and sooketa. 
Talboys. Tho stanza is sacred to sorrow. 
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Norlh. "From this Stanaa," qnoth Mitford, "the style of 
tie composition drops into a lower hey; the language is plainer, 
and is not in harmony with the splendid and elaborate diction 
of the former part." This ohjection is disposed of by what I 
said some minutes ago 

BuUer. Half an hour ago — on Grayishness. 

Mirth. And I have only this farther to say, gentlemen, that 
though the language is plainer — yet it is solemn; nor is it un- 
poelical — for the hoary-headed swain was moved as ie spake; 
the style, if it drop into a lower key, is accordant with that 
higher key on which the music was pitched that has not yet 
left our hearing. An Elegy is not an Ode — the close should 
be mournful as the opening — with loftier strain between — and 
it is so; and whatever we might have to say of the Epitaph — 
its final lines are "awful" — as every man must have felt them 
to be — ^whether thought on in our own lonely night-room — in 
the Churchyard of Granohester, where it is said Gray mused 
the Elegy — or by that Burial-ground in Injshail — or here afloat 
in the joyous sunshine for an hour privileged to be happy in a 
world of grief. 

Butler. Let's change the subject, sir. May I ask what 
author you have in your other hand? 

M)rl7i. Alison on Taste. 

Busier. You don't say so ! 1 thought you quoted from 



North. So I did; but I have dog-oared a page or two. 

BvMer. I see no books lying about in the I'avilion — only 
Newspapers — and Magazines — and Eeviews — and trash of that 
kind 

North. Without which, you, my good fellow, could not live 
a week, 

BuSer. Tho Spirit of the Ago! The Age should bo 
ashamed of herself for living from hand to mouth on Periodi- 
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"cal Literature. The old Lady sliould indeed, sir. If the 
Penaye Publio conceits herself to be the Thinking World — 

Nortlh. Let us help to make her so. I have a decent little 
Lihrarj of some three hundred select volumeg in the Van — my 
Plate-chest — and a few dozens of choice wines for my friends 
— of Champagne, which yon, Buller, call small beer 

Bull&i: I retracted and apologized. Is tkat the key of the 
Van at your watch-chain? 

North. It is. So many hundred people ahout the Encamp, 
ment — sometimes among them suspicions strangers in paletots 
in searck of tie picturesque, and perhaps tke pecuniary — that 
it is well to intrust the key to my own body-guard. It does 
not weigk an ounce. And that lock is not to be picked by the 
ghost of Hnffey White. 

Seward. Eut of the book in hand, sir? 

Mrth. "la that fine passage in the Second Book of the 
GoorgicB," says Mr. Alison, "in which Virgil celebrates the 
praises of his native country, after these fine lines — 

'Hie ver assiduiim, atque alieiiis mensibue leslaa; 
Bis gravidffl peoudes, hia pomis utilis atbos. 
At rabidfs ligiea absunt, et sseva leoiium 
Semina: iiec niiseros fallunt aconita legeiites: 
Neo rapit immensos oibes per humum, neque (anto 
Siiuameiis in spiram tractu se colligil anggia.' 

There is no reader whose entlmsiasm is not checked by the cold 
and prosaic line which follows, — 

'A(Me tot egregias utbas, operumque laboraiTi,' 

The tameness and vulgarity of the transition dissipates at once 
the emotion we had shared with the Poet, and reduces him, in 
our opinion, to the level of a mere descriher." 

Seward. Cold and prosaic line ! Tameness and vulgarity ! 
I am struck mute. 
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North. I ha¥0 no doubt that Mr. Alison distressed himself 
■with "Adds." It is a word from a merchant's eounting-house, 
reckoning up his gains. And so much the better. Virgil is 
making out the balance-sheet of Italy — he is inYontorjjng her 
wealth. Mr. Alison wculd hive cveiy word awiy from icalitj 
Not so the Poet Every now and then they — the Pocta — 
amuse themselves with dippm;, their penc Is mfo the pl-J the 
common, the e\erylaj the homely By so doing they airest 
belief, which above everythiiitj they le ire t h Id fist I 
should not wondei if you might catch '^pi.nsLi at it even 
Shakspeare is fill of it Thcic is nothing el'ie prosaio in the 
passage ; and if Virgd ha 1 bad the ba I ta to to siy Eooe 
instead of "Adde I s ippose no fiult would hiYe been found 

Sewwrd. ■ But what can Mr. Ahson incaa by the charge of 
tameness and vulgarity ? 

Nor^i. I have told you, sir. 

Seicard. You have not, sir. 

North. I have, sir. 

Seward. Tes — ^jes — yes. "Adda" is vulgar! I cannot 
think so. 

North. The Cities of Italy, and the "operum labor," always 
have been and are an admiration. The words "Egregias urbes" 
suggest tie genera] stateliness and wealth — "operumque labo- 
rem," the particular buildings — Temples, Basilicas, Theatres, 
and G-reat Works of the lower Utility. A summary and most 
vivid expression of a land possessed by intelligent, civiliEed, 
active, spirited, vigorous, tasteful inhabitants — also an eminent 
adorning of the land, 

- ■ Svward. Lucretius says, that in spring the Cities are in 
flower — or on flower — or a flower — witk children. And Lucan, 
at the beginning of the Pharsalia, describes the Ancient or 
Greek Cities desolate. They were fond and proud of their 
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"tot egrcgias urbca" aa the Modern Italians are — and witli 

North. , How jndioiouslj the Crities stop short of the lines 
tlia,t would overthrow their criterion always ! The present case 
is an extraordinary example. Had Mr. Alison looked to the 
lines immediately following, he would not have objected to that 
One. For 

" Tot congesta manu pr^rnptis oppida Basis, 
FInininaquB antiquos sublet labenlia muros" 

is very beautiful — brings the whole under the domain of Poetry, 
by singular Pieturesqueness, and by gathering the whole past 
history of Italy up — fetching it in with a word — antiques. 

Seward. I can form no conjecture as to tlie meaning of 
Mr. Alison's objections. He quotes a few fine lines from the 
" Prais« of Italy/' and then one line which he calls prosaic, and 
would have us to hold up our hands in wonder at the lamo and 
impotent conclusion — at tie sudden transformation of Virgil 
the Poet into Virgil the most prosaic of Prosers. You have 
said enough already, sir, to prove that he is in error even on 
his own showing;— but how can this fragmentary — this piece- 
meal mode of quotation — so common among critics of the lower 
school, and so unworthy of those of the higher — have found 
favor with Mr. Alison, one of the most candid and most en- 
lightened of men? Some accidental prejudice from mere care- 
lessness — but, once formed, retdned in spite of the fine and 
true Taste which, unfettered, would have felt the fallacy, and 
vindicated his admired Virgil. 

North. The "Laudes" — to which the Poet is brought by 
the preceding bold, sweeping, winged, and poetical stram about 
the indigenous vines of Italy — have twofold root — Treei and 
the glory of Lands. Virgil kindles on the double si 
—the trees of Italy compared to the trees of othci i 
12 
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They are the trees of primary human, service and gladccss — 
Oi! and Wine. For see at once the deep, sound natural ground 
in human wants — the bounty of Nature — of Mother Earth — 
"whatever Earth, all bearing Mother, jields" — to her human 
children. That is the gate of entrance; but not prosaically — 
but two gate-posts of a most poetical mjthus-fed husbandman. 
For we have Jason's fire-mouthed Bulls ploughing, and Oadinua- 
aown teeth of the dragon springing iip in armed men. Then 
comes instead mid bngn Man-loving Italy — "gravidfe 
f -0^,63 — he henvy a e 1 orn — or rather big-teeming — the 
u CO of Bac 1 ui:— the 01 yes and the " broad herds of Oattle." 
N te— -ve V e ans— he Corn of Book First — the Oil and 
"n e ot B ok Second— an J the Cattle of Book Third— for the 
<■ IS a n ng Th ught— the rgau o life of his Work moves in hia 
hei t 

B 11 4nd helourth — Bees — honey — and honey-malicrs 
re ke M Ikers— a a way smdl Miloh-cows. 

J\ ril They are Once a foot — ora-wing — he hurries and 
r shes ilong ^11 through the Laudea." The majestic victim- 
Bull of th Cht nn —the noipicnt Spring— the double Sum- 
me ^ 7e a6 e e of <ll on enomed and deadly broods — tigers 
— I cm-* — icon te — "ie pents This is Nature's Favor, 
Then M s Wo I —^ i s -mA forts— frock for(resses)— the 
great lakes of Nortl em Italy — showing Maa again m their 
vist el ficat ODS Then Ni re in veins of metals precmua or 
useful — then N t re n 1 er ] oduction of Min— the Marsi — 
the Sabell an youth — the L ^ irian inured to labor — and the 
Volso an darters— tl en s n^!c mighty shapes and powers of 
M n— Eo ANs— the Deo ! e Marii, the Camilli, 

bi. p a as OS be el le, maxima Cfsir 
The Kmg of Bleu- the Lord of the Earth— the pacifieaf or of the 
distracted Empire — which, to a Eoman, is as much as to say 
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tlie Woi'M. Then— liail Saturaiaa Land ! Mother of Corn ! 
Saturnian, because golden Saturn had reigned there — Mother, 
I suppose the rather because in Ms time corn sprung unsown 
— sine semirte — Slie gave it from out of her own loving and 
cherishing bosom. To Thee, Italy, sing I my Ascriean or 
Hesiodic song. The Works and Days — the ttreek Creorgics are 
his avowed prototype — rude prototype to magnificence — like 
the Arab of the Desert transplanted to rear his empire of daz- 
zling and picturesque cJTiliBation in the Pyrenean Peninsula. 

Bidler. Take breath, dr. Virgil said well — 

"Adds tot egregias urbes operumque laborem." 

Sev^ard. Allow mo one other word. Virgil — in the vivid 
lines quoted witli admiration by Mr. Alison — lands his beloved 
Italy for tiie absence of wild beasts and serpents — and he mag- 
nifies tlie whole race of serpents by his picture of One — the Ser- 
pent Eing — yet with subjects all equal in size to himself in our 
imagiaalJon. The Serpent is in the Poetry, but he is not m 
Italy. Is this a false artifice of composition — a vain ornament? 
Oh, no I Ho describes the Saturnian Land — the mother of 
com and of men — bounteous, benign, golden, maternal Italy. 
The negation has the plenitude of life, which the fabulous 
absence of noxious reptiles has for the sacred Island of lerno. 

Btdler. Eriu-go-bragh ! 

iSeward. Suddenly he sees another vision — not of what is 
absent but present; and then comes the line arraigned and con- 
demned — followed by lines as great — 



Fluriiinaque antiquos subter labeiitia mutos." 

The first lino grasps in one handful all the mighty, fair, wealthy 
Cities of Italy — the second ail the rook-cresting Forts of Italy 
— from the Alpine head to the .sea-washed foot of the P 
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The collective One Thought of the Human Might and Glory of 
Italy — as it appears on the countenance of the Land — or visible 
in its utmost concentration in the girdled Towns and Citica of 
Men. 

Bulkr. "Adde" then is right, Seward. On that North and 
you are at one. 

North, Yes, it is right, and any other word would ho wrong. 
Adde ! Note the sharpness, Buller, of the signiGeance — the 
■yiyafiity of the short open sound. Fling it out — ring it out — 
sing it out. Look at the very repetition of the powerful "tot" 
—"tot egregias" — "tot eongesta" — witnessing hy one of the 
first and commonest rules in the grammar of rhetoric — whether 
Virgil speais in prose or in fire. 

BuUei: In fire. 

North. Mr. Alison then goes on to say, " that the effect of the 
following nervous and beautiful lines, in the conclusion of the 
same Book, is nearly destroyed hy a similar defect. After these 

" Hano olim veteres vilam coluSte Sabini, 
Hano Remus ctFraterj sio fortis Eiiuria crevit, 
Scilicet et return facia est pulpberrima Romaj" 

We little expect the following spiritless conclusion: — . 



Seward. Ok ! why does Mr. Alison call that line spiritless? 

North. He gives no reason — assured by his own dissatisfac- 
tion, that he has but fc quote it, and leave it in ile own naked 
impotence. 

Seward. I hope you do not think it spiritless, sir. 

North. I think it contains the concentrated essence of spirit 
and of power. Let any one think of Home, piled up in great- 
ness, and grandeur, and glory — and a Wall round about — and 
in a moment his imagination is filled. What sort of a Wall ? 
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A gfirden wall to keep out oretard thieves — or a modern wall 
of a French or Italian town to keep out wine and meat, that 
thej may come in at the gate and pay toll? I trow not But 
a Wall against the World armed and assailing? Bememher 
that Virgil saw Eome — and that hia hearers did — ind that in 
his eyes and theirs she was Empress of the inhabited. Ejrth 
She held and called herself such — it was written in her fice 
and on her forehead. The visible, tangible splendor and ma^ 
niflcenoe meant this, or they meant nothing. The stone ind 
lime said this — and Virgil's line says it, sedately and m pldin, 
simple phrase, which yet is a Climax, 

Seward. As the dreaded SemiramJs was f esh and hlood — 
corporeal — made of the four elements — yet her soid, Jnd hei 
empire spoke out of her — so spake ihey from the Face of Home. 

NbrlA. Ay, Seward — put these two things together — the 
Aspect that speaks Domination of the World, and tho Wall that 
girds her with strength impregnable — and what more could you 
possibly demand from hor Great Poet ? 

Seward. Ars is a Citadel — we may say an Acropolis. 
Athens had one Arx — so had Oorinth. One ArK is enough to 
one Queenly City. But this Queen, within her one Wall, has 
enclosed Seven Arces — as if "she were Seven Queens. 

North. Well said, Seward. The Seven Hills appeared— 
and to this day do — to characterize the Supremaey of Home. 
The Seven-Hilled City ! You seem to have said everything— 
the Seven Hills are as a seven-pillared Throne — and all that is 
in one line — given by Virgil. Delete it— no, not for a thousand 
gold crowns. 

BuUer. Not for the Pigot Diamond — not for the Soa of 

North. Imagine Eomnlus tracing the circuit on which tho 
walls were to rise of his little Eome — the walls ominously lus- 
tratcd with a brother's blood. War after war humbles ncigh- 

12* 
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boring town after town, till the seas that bathe, and the moim- 
taina that guard Italy, enclose the confederated Eopublic. It 
is a step — a beginning. East and West, North ancl Soutb, 
flies the Eagle, dipping its beak in the blood of battle-fields. 
Where it swoops, there fanning away the pride, and fame, and 
freedom of nations, with the wafture of its wings. Kingdoma 
and Empires that were, are no more than PrOTiuoes; till the 
haughty Roman, stretehing out the fact to the limila of his am- 
bitions desires, can with somo plausibility deceive himself, and 
call the edges of the Earth the boundaries of bis unmeasured 
Dominion, 

Seward. " Italy ! Italy ' would Thou wert stronger or 
less beautiful !' — was the mournful apostrophe of an Italian 
Poet, who saw m the latter ages, his refined but enervated 
countrymen tranpled unlci the foot of a more martial people 
from far beyond the Wpi 

Mirth. Good Manners giving a vital energy and efficacy to 
good Laws — in tbeae few words, gentlemen, may be comprised 
tlie needful conatituenta of National Happiness and Prosperity 
— the foremost conditions. 

Talboi/s. Ay — ay — sir. For good Laws without good 
Manners are an empty breath — whilst good Manners ask the 
protecting and preserving succor of good Laws. But the good 
Manners are of the first necessity, fur they naturally produce 
the good Laws, 

NorA. What does history show, Talhuys, but nations risen 
up to flourish in wealth, power, and greatness, that with cor- 
rupted and Insurious manners have again sunk from their pre- 
eminence; whilst another purer and simpler people has in turn 
grown mighty, and taken their room in the worlil's eye — some 
hardy, simple, frugal race, perhaps, whom tho seeming disfavor 
of nature constrains to assiduous labour, and who maintain in 
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tliQ lap of their mountains their independence and their pure 
and happj homes. 

Talhoys. The Luxury— the iavaiiing Goth and Hun — the 
dismembering — and new States uprisen upon the ruina of the 
World's fallen Empire. There is one line in Collins' Ode to 
J'reedom — Mr. North— which I doubt if I understand. 

M>rlh. Which ? 

Talbo!/s. 

" No, Freeiloni, no— I will not tell 
How Rome before thy weeping face 
Pushed by a wild and artieas race 
From off ila wide, ambitious base, 
Wiih heaviest sound a giant statue fell — 
What time the iiotthem Sons of Spoil awoke, 
And all the blended work of strength and grace, 
With many a rude repeated Btroke, 
And many a barbarous yell, lo ihouaand fragments broke." 

Mrlh. Which f. 

Talboj/s. "How Eome before thy wei^iwj face." 

Nm-ih. Freedom wept at Rome's overthrow—though she 
had long been Freedom's enemy — and though her destroyers 
wore Freedom's children — and "Spoil's Sons" — for how could 
Freedom look unnioYed at tho wreck "of all that blended work 
of strength and grace" — though raised by slaves at the beck of 
Tyrants? It was not always so, 

Buller. Let me, ApoUo-liko, my dear sir, pinch your ear, 
and admonish you to return to the point from which, in discur- 
sive gyrations, you and Seward have been 

NoHh. Like an Eagle giving an Eaglet lessons how to 
fly 

Biiller. You promised solemnly, sirj not to mention Eagles 
this evening. 

North. I did not, sir. 
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Buller. But, then, Sewaid is no Eaglet — he is, and long 
has been, a fuH-flcdged bird, and caa fly as well's joarself, air. 

North. There you're right. But then, making a discuraive 
gyration roimd a point is not leaving it — and there you're wrong. 
Silly foUc — not you BuJler for you are a strong-minded, etrong- 
bodied man— s y k i t th p nt — knowing that jf you 
quit it one inch y w U f m fh u- n^e of vision disappear 
— and then they mf t th n 1 s by barging you with hav- 
ing melted amon th 1 u 1 

BuUer. I wa aiia 1 nj d a sir that haying got your 
Eaglet on your fcaok — or your Eaglet having got old Aquilaon 
his— you would sail away with him — or he with you — "to prey 
in distant isles." 

North. Tou promised solemnly, sir, not to mention Eagles 
this evening. 

Buller. I did not, sir. But don't lot us quarrel. 

Seward. What does Virgil mean, sir, by "Eerum," in the 
line in which Mr. Alison thinks should have concluded the 
strain — 

"Scilicet el rerum facta est pulcherrima Roma." 

North. "Eerum" — what does he mean by "Eerum?" Let 
me perpend. Why, Seward, tho iegitimate meaning of Ees 
here is a State — a Commonwealth. "The fairest of Powers — 
then — of Polities — of States." 

Seward, Is that all the word means here? 

Norih. Why, methinks we must explain. Observe, then, 
Seward, that E^me is the Town, as England the Island, Thus 
"England has become the fairest among the kingdoms of the 
Earth." This is equivalent, good English; and the only satis- 
factory and literal translation of the Latin verse. But here, 
the Physical and the Political are identified, — that is, England. 
England is tho name at once of the Island — of so much earth 
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limited out on the surface of the terraqueoua globe — and of 
what hcsides? Of the Inhabitants? Yes? but of the Inhabit- 
ants (as the King never dies) perpetuated from generation to 
generation. Moreover, of this immortal inhabitation, further 
made one by blood and speecb, laws, manners, and everything 
that makes a people. In short, England, properly the name of 
the land, is intended to be, at the same time, the name of the 
Nation. 

"England, with all tliy faults,! lova Tliee still." 

There Cowper speais to both at once — the faults are of the men 
Qnly — moral — for he does not mean fogs, and March east winds, 
and fever and agues. I lovo thee — is to the green fields and 
the white cliffs, as well as to all that still survives of the English 
heart and thought and chaiacter And this absorption, ^ir, 
and compcnetiition of the two ideas — land into people, people 
into land — the esposition of which might, lu good hjnds, be 
made beautiful — is a fruitful gtrm of Pdtiioti^m — m infinite 
blending of the spiutual ind the corpoieal To Viigil, Home 
the city was aho Rome the Eomans, aud, therefore, su, tho^e 
Houses and Palaces, and that 'U all, weie to him as tho^e 
tureen fields, and hiUa, and stieams, and towns, ind thcfe cliffs 
are to Us. The girdled lu compendium ot the He'iven s Favor 
sind the Earth's Glory and Power. 

" Scilicet ct Rkrum facta eat puloherrima Roha, 

Do you all comprehend and adopt my explanation, gentlemen? 

Tolboys. I do. 

Bulhr. I do 

Seward. I ask myself whether Virgjl's "Eorum Pulcher- 
rima" may not mean "Fairest of Things"— of Creatures — of 
earthly existences ? To a young English reader, probably that 
is the first impression. It was, I think, mine. But fairest of 
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earthly States and Seats of State is so much more idiomatic 
and to tte purpose, that I eoaceive it — induhitahle. 

North. You all remember what Iloratio sajetli to the sol- 
diers in Hamlet, on the coming and going of the Gliost. 

"la the moslhigli and palmy elalo of Rome, 
A lillle ere the miglilieat Julius fell, 
The BraTes slond lenantless, anil the sheeted dead 
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman stteets; 
Stare shone with Itains of fits, dews of blood fell; . 
Disaalers veiled the sun, and the moist star 
Upon whose influence Neptune's empire stands, 
Was siok almost lo Doomsday with eclipse." 

What does Horatio mean by high and palmy state? That Eome 
was in a flourishing condition? 

Butler. That, I believe, sir, is a common impression. 
Hitherto it has been mine. 

North: Let it be erased henceforth and for ever. 

BuMer. It is erased — I erase it. 

North. Eead henceforth and for ever high and palmy State. 
Write henceforti and for ever State with a towering Capital. 
Ees! "Moat high and palmy State" is precisely and literally 
" Rerum Pulcherrima." 

Seward. At your bidding — you cannot cit. 

North. I err not unfrequenfly — but not now, nor I believe 
this evening. Horatio, the Scholar, speaks to tlie two Danish 
Soldiers. They have brought him to be of their watch beeau'^o 
ho is a Soholar — and they are none. This relation of distinc- 
tion is indeed the ground and life of the Scene. 

" Therefore I have entreated him, along 
With lis to watch the minutes of the night; 
That if again this apparition come, 
He may approve our eyes, and speak to it." 
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"Thou art a Sdiobi— speal; to it, Horatio." 

Korlh. Yoa know, Talboys, that Scholars wero actual Con- 
jurors, in tkc mediaeval belief, wJaich haa tales enow ahout 
Scholars in that capacity. Horatio comes, then, possessed with 
an especial Power; he knows how to deal with G-hosts — he 
could lay one, if need were. He is not merely a man of supe- 
rior and cultivated intellect, whom intellectual inferiors engage 
to assist them in an emergency above the grasp — but he is the 
veri/ man for the work. 

Taihoi/s. Have not the Commentators said as much, sir? 

North. Perhaps — ^probably—wio ? If thej have in pleni- 
tude, I say it again — because I once did not know it — or think 
of it — and I suppose that a great many persons die belicviiig 
that the Two resort in the way of general dependence merely 
on Horatio. 

Talboi/s. I believed, but I shall not die believing so. 

North. Therefore, the scholarship of Horatio, and the non- 
scholarship of Bernardo and MarccElus, strike into the Kfe, soul, 
essence, ground, foundation, febric, and organization of this 
First Ghost Scene — sustain and build the whole Play. 

TaJboys. Eh? 

N<»-th. Eh? Yes. But to the Point in hand. The Ghost 
has come and gone; and the Scholar addresses his Mates tlie 
two Non-Scholars. And shew me the living Scholar who could 
speak as Horatio spalte. Touching the matter that is in all 
their minds oppressively, he will transport their minds a flight 
suddenly of a thousand years, and a thousand miles or leagues 
-^their untutored minds into the Region of History. He will 
take them to Eonie — "a Utile ere" — and, therefore, before nam- 
ing Eome, he lifts and he directs their imagination — "In the 
most high and palmy State." There had been Four Great 
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Empires of the World — and lie will by these few words evoke 
in their minds the Image of the last and greatest. And now 
observe with what decision, as well as with what majesty, the 
nomination ensues — of Rome. 

Talhoys. I feel it, sir. 

Norik. Try, Talboys, to render "State" by any other word, 
and you will be put to it. You may analogize. It is for the 
E«public and City, what Bealm or Kingdom is to ns — at once 
place and indwelling Power. "State"— -properly Kepublic — 
here specifically and pointedly means Keigning City. The 
Ghosts walked in the City — not in the Eepublio. 

Talbcyi. I think I have you, sir — am not sure. 

North. You have me — you are sure. Now suppose that, 
instead of the solemn, ceremonious, and stately robes in which 
Horatio attires the Grlorious Rome, he had swd simply, "in 
Rome," or "at Rome," where then his ^-iij^ayoym — his leading 
of their spirits? Where his own scholar-enthusiasm, and love, 
and joy, and wonder? All gone? And where, Talboys, are 
they who, by here understanding "state" for "condition" — 
which every man alive does — 

Talboys. Every man alive? 

North. Yes, you did— confess you did. Where are they, 
I ask, who thus oblige Horatio to introduce his nomination of 
Rome—thus naiedly — and prosaically? Every hacknejer of 
this phrase — -statB — as every man alive hackneys it — is a nine- 
fold Murderer. He murders the Phrase; ho murders the 
Speech; he murdeis Horatio, he murders the Ghost; he mur- 
ders the Scene; he murders the Play; he murders Rome; he 
murders Shakspeare — and he murders Me. 

Talboys. I am innocent 

Nm-Oi. Why, suppose Hoiatio to mean — "in the most glo- 
rious and victonoos condition of Rome, on the Kve of Csesar's 
death, the graves stood tenantless" — You ask — WiiEitE? See 
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where jon have got. A story toW with two determinations of 
Time, and none of Place ! Is that the way that ShaJ^peare, 
the intelligent and intelligible, recites a fact? No'. But my 
esplanation shows the Congruity or Parallelism. "In the most 
high andpalm^ State" — that is, City of Rome — ceremonious 
determination of Place — " a littie ere the mightiest Jnlins^fell" 
— ceremonious determination of Time. 

Talboifs. But ia not the use of State, sir, for City, told and 
singular? 

North. It is. For Yerse has her own Speech — though 
"Wordsworth denies it in his Preface — and proves it by his 
Poetry, like his brethren Shakspeare and Milton. The lan- 
guage of Verse is rapid — abrept and abrupt. Horatio wants 
the notion of E«piiblic; because properly the E^publie is high 
and palmy, and not the wood, stone, and marble. So he ma- 
nages an espeditious word that shall include both, and strike 
you at once. The word of a Poet strikes like a flash of light- 
ning — it penetrates — it does not stay to be scanned — "probed, 
vexed, and criticised," — it illuminates and is gone. But you 
must have eyes — and suffer nobody to shut them. I ask, then 
— Can any lawful, well-behaved Citizen, having weighed all 
this, and reviewed all these things, again violate the Poesy of 
the Avonian Swan, and his own muse-enlightened intelligence, 
by lending hand or tongue to the convicted and condemned 

VULOAKISM? 

Talboys. Now, then, and not till nOw, we Three know the 
full power of the lines — 

" Scilicot et Retuin facta est piil'^hertima Roma, 
Seplemqiie una sibi muro circmncJedit atooa." 

North. Another word anent Virgil. Mr. Alison says — 
" There is a still more surprising instance of this fault in one 
of the most pathetic passages of the whole Poem, in the descrip- 
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tion of the disease among the cattle, which concludes the Third 
Georgia The passage is as follows : — 

' Ecce autem diiro fumans sub Tomero Taurus 

Eitremosque ciet gemilus; it trislla aralor, 
MiEtentem abjungens ftatBrna morte Juvenouni, 
Atque opete in medio deflxa relinquit araUa.' 



1/ imoffe in the aecond line is less calculated to 
excite eompaasion than disgust, and is singularly ill suited to 
the tone of tenderness and delicacy which the Poet has every- 
where else so successfully maintained, iu descrihing the progress 
of the loathsome disease." The line here objected to is the 
life of the description — and instead of offence, it is the clench- 
ing of the pathos. First of all, it is that which the poets always 
will have and the critics won't — the Necessitated — the Thing 
itself— the Matter in hand. It shapes — features — characterizes 
that particular Murrain. Leave it out — "the one Os drops 
dead in the furrow, and the Ploughman detaches the other." 
It's a great pity, and very surprising — but that is NO plague. 
Suddenly he falls, and blood and foam gush mixed with his 
expiring breath. That is aplague. It has terror — affright — 
sensible horror — life vitiated, poisoned in its fountains. Vomit 
— a settled word, and one of the foremost, of the reversed, un- 
natural vital function. Besides, it is the true and proper word. 
Besides, it is vivid and picturesque, being the word of the 
Mouth. Effmidit (which they would prefer — I do not mean 
it would stand in the verse) is genera] — might be from the ears. 
Vomit in itself says mouth. The poor mouth ! whose function 
is to breathe, and to eat grass, and to caress — the visible organ 
of life — of vivification — and now of mortification. Taken from 
the dominion of the holy powers, and given up to the dark and 
Vomit ore Grttorem!" The verse moans 
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and groans for him- — it may have in it a death rattle. How 
inuot more helpless and hopeless the real picture makes Arator's 
distressl Kow, "it triUi^' comes with effect. 

Seward. Yes, Tirgil, as ia duty hound to do, faced the 
C ttl PI g in ill 'ts h Had he not, he would have 

h f lae to P 1 th Godd of Shcpheids— to ApJIo, who 
f 1 th h d f KAm t ^o did his Master, LueretiuB— 
wl ra h ml ted — q -ill 1 but not surpassed, in execution 
f th 1 m 1 b t tabl wort. The whole land groaned 

I th Ti t t — w t confined to Cattle — it seemed 
f th b f t w bout to perish. But his tender 

h t n fh 1 gl d t from the thousands one yoie 

t bt — tw 1 in 1 half told the death of one — in 
tw Ii d half t IJ th adness of ita owner — and in as 

m y 1 n m t Id t f the survivor sinking, because his 
b th wa. n t — 1 many more a lament for the 

cruel suffering's of the harmless creature — lines which, Sealiger 
says, he would rather have written than have been honored by 
the Lydian or the Persian king. 

BuUei: Perhaps you have said enough, Seward. It might 
have been better, perhaps, to have recited the whole passage. 

Nor§i. Here is a sentence or two about Homer. 

BuUer. Then you are off. Oh ! Sir — why not for an hour 
imitate that Moon and those Stars? How silently they shine ! 
but what care jou for the heavenly luminaries ? In the ma- 
jcstic beauty of the nocturnal heavens vain man will not hold 
his peace. 

Seward. Is that the murmur of the far off sea? 

North. It is — the tide, may bo, is on its return — is at 
"Connal'a raging Ferry" — from Loch Ktive — yet this is not 
its hour — 'tis but tho mysterious voice of Night. 

Buller. Hush ! 

Korth. By moonlight and starlight^ and to the voice of 
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Night, I read these words from Mr. Alison — "In the speech 
of Agamemnon to IiJomeneus, in the Fourth Book of the Biad, 
a circumstance is introduced altogether inconsistent botli with 
the dignity of the speech, and the Majesty of Epic Poetry : — 

'Divine Iiloineoeual what thanks we owe 
To woilh like thine, what praise shall we bestow! 
To Thee the ibremost honors are deoreeiJ, 
First in the fight, and oyery graoefu] deed. 
For this, in banquets, when the generous bowls 
Restore our blood, and J^ise the warriors' souls, 
Though alt the rest with stated rules he bound, 
Unmixed, uuraeHBureil, are tl.y gq^lels crowned.' " 
Seward. That is Pope. Do you rememher Homer himself, 
sir? 

Nbrth. I do. 



no" Ir Jo B\ Jt( B-ff T( yifnincr a!9c^a o7™ 

erirsf yif i' iK-Kd y! nofn t>f^omTi! "axois! 

EirTii;^' 013-Bff fftot, wiiiiv, !t! 8u/iSt avxyn, 
a^X' Spjsy wtJs^3»S', 0^0; ^ifS( ivxf iTta,. 

I helieve you will find that in general men praise more truly, 
that is justly, deservedly, than they oondemn Thty piai^o 
from an impulse of Io¥c — that is, from a capa(,ity Nature 
protects loye mjro than hate Their condemnation i^ often 
mere incapacity — want of miight Mr Alison had ckgince of 
apprehension — truth of taste — a fine sense of the beautiful — a 
sense of the suhlime His instances for praise aie always well 
— often newly chosen fiom an attraolioa felt in Jus own genial 
and noUe biea^t The trne chord struck then. But ho was 
somewhat tf 3 dimtysohjoled — school-nursed and school-bom. 
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A Judge and critic of Poetry should have beeu caught wild, 
and tamed; he should carry about him to the last some relish 
of the wood and the wilderness, aa if he were ever in aome dan- 
ger of broaking awaj, and relapsing to them. He should know 
Poetry as a great power of the Universe — a sun — of which the 
Song — whosesoever— only catches and fixes a few rays. How 
different la thought was Epos to him and to Homer ! Homer 
paints Manners — archaic, simple manners. Everybody feels — 
everybody says this — Mr. Alison must have known it — and 
could have said it as well as the best — 

Seward. But the best often forget it. They seem to hold 
to this knowledge better now, Mr. Northj and they do not 
make Homer answerable as a Poet, for the facts of which ho is 
the historian — Why not rather accept than criticize? 

North. I am sorry, Seward, for the Achsoan Chiefs who 
had to drink Soirpoi — that is all. I had hoped that they 
bad helped themselves. 

Seward. Perhaps, sir, the Stint was a custom of only the 
oijrou yfpM)fKo» — a ceremonious Bowl! — and if so, undoubtedly 
with religions institution. The Feaat is not honorary — only 
the Bowl : for anything that appears, Agamemnon, feasting his 
Princess, might say, "Now, for the Howl of Honor" — and 
Idoracnous alone drinks. Or let the whole Feast be honorific, 
and tho Bowl the sealing, and crowning, and characterizing 
solemnity. Now the distinction of the Stint, and the FuU 
Bowlj selected for a signal of different honoring, has to me no 
longer anything irksome. It is no longer a grudged and scanted 
cheer — but lawful Assignment of Place. 

Talboys. The moment you take it for Ceremonial, sir, you 
don't know whafprofound meaning may, or may not be in it. 
The phrase is very remarkable. 

North. When the " Best of the Argivea" mis in the Bowl 

" the honorific dark-glowing wine," or the dark-glowing wine 

13* 
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of honor — when, 6tf — quite a apeciflo and peculiar oeoaaion, 
anci confined to the wine — you would almost think that the 
Chiefs themaelves are the wine-misers, and not the weual minia- 
trants — whicli would perhaps espresa the descent of an antique 
use from a time and manners of still greater simplicity than 
those which Homer deaeribes. Or take it mereiy, that in 
great solemnities, high persons do the fuQotions proper to Ser- 
vants. This we do know, that usually a servant, the Ta^ists, 
or the oivoxoos, does mix the Bowl. By the way, Talboys, I 
think yon will be not a little amused with old Chapman's trans- 
lation of the passage. 

Talhoys. A fiery old Chap was George. 

North. It runs thus — 

" Idomen, I ever Joved thyself past all iho Greeks, 
111 war, 01 any work of peace, at table, eveiywhere ; 
For when the best of Greeks, besides, mix ever at ouv cheer 
My good old ardent wine with small, and our inferior males 
Drink ever that raixl wine measured too, tbou drink'st wiiliout 

Our old wine mai; and ever more thy howl slanda lilie to mine ; 
To drink still when and what thou will; ihen louso thsit heai't of 

And whatsoever heretofore thou hasl assumed to be, 
This diybe greater 

Zfiffln^s TVeU done, Old Buck! This feivor and par- 
ticniarity lie aJmirahle. Bnt^ methinks, if I caught the 
woida rightly, that Gtorge mistakes the meaning aiytpovatop — 
honoiaiy, he ha^ ytpa^ ■yiporroi, an old man, singing in hia 
ears; but old for wine would be quite a different word. 

North. And he makes Agaraomnon commend Idomeneus 
for drinking generously and honestly, whilst the others are 
afraid of tieir cups — as Claudius, Eing of Denmark, might 
praise ono of his strong-headed conrfiers, and langh at Polonius. 
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Agamemnon does not say that Idomeneus's goblet was not 
mixed — was iieat — rather we lase to think that wine was always 
mised — but whether " with small," aa old Chapman says, or 
with water, I don't know — hut I fancied water ! But perhaps, 
Seward, the investigation of a Grecian Eet^t in heroic time, 
ind m Attii, betomes an exigency. Chapman is at least deter- 
mmtd — md wisely — to show that he ia not afraid of the matter 

that he saw nothm^ in it "altogether inconsistent with the 

dignity of the speech ind the majesty of Epic Poetry." 

Smmd Dignity' Majesty! They stand, air, in the whole 
together— in the Manners taken colleetively by themselyea 
fhioughout the entiic Iliad — and then taken as a part of tie 
tutal delineation Apply our modem notions of dignity and 
majesty to the Hnmtrio Poetry, and we ahall get a shook in 
eveiy othtr pige 

NorlTi The H imtrio, heroic manners ! Heyne has a Treat- 
ise or BxcursuB — as yon know — on tho ciuTopjida — I think he 
calls it — of the Homeric Heroes — their waiting on themselyes, 
or their self-suf&cienoy — where 1 think that he collects the 
picture. 

SatEard. I am ashamed to say I do not know it. 

North. No matter. You see how this connects with the 
scheme of the Poem — in which, prevalent or conspicuous by 
tho amplitude of the spaee which it occupies, is the individual 
prowess of heroes in field — conspicuous, too, by its moment 
in action. This is another and loftier mode of the du^apjieia- 
The human bosom ia a seat or fountain of power. Power goes 
forth, emanates in all directions, high and low, right and left. 
The Man is a terrestrial God. He takes counsel with his own 
heart, and he acts. " He conversed with his own magnanimous 
spirit" — or as Milton says of Abdiel meeting Satan— "And 
thus his OWQ undaunted heart explored." 

Sewanl Yes, Mr. North, the Man is as a teiTCstrial Coil; 
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but — with coHtinua! recognition by tte Poet and his heroes 

aa under the celestial Goda. And I apprehend, sir, that this 
two-fold way of representing man, in himself and towards them, 
is that which first separates the Homeric fiom and above all 
other Poetry, is its proper element of ^rmdoiir, in which we 
never bathe without ooroing out aggrandize 1 

North. Seward, you inatruot me by 

Seward. Oh, no, sirl Yoa instruct me 

North. We instruct each other. For this the heroes ai'c 
all Demigods— that is, the son of a God, or Goddess, or the 
Descendant at a few Generations. Sarpedon is the Son of 
Jupiter, and his death by Patroolus ia perhaps the passage of 
the whole Iliad that most specially and energetically, and most 
profoundly and pathetically, makes the Gods intimate to the life 
and being of men — presents the conduct of divinity and hu- 
manity with condescension there, and for elevation here. I do 
not mean that there ia not more pomp of glorificaf n ab ut 
Achilles, for whom Jupiter comes from Olympus o Ida 
and Yulcan forges arms— whose Mother- Goddess ii Mes en r 
to and from Jupiter, and into whose lips, when he is f n w h 
toil and want of nourishment — abstaining in his pa. n of 
sorrow and vengeance — Minerva, descending, jnst Is N 
But I doubt if there be anything so touching— uwife!- ilm rela- 
tion^-&iiH so intimately aggrandizing aa that other whole place 
— the hesitation of Jupiter whether he shall violate Fate, in 
order to save his own flesh and blood from its decreed stroke — 
the consolatory device of Juno (in remonsti-ating and dissuading) 
that he shall send Apollo to ca!l Death and Sleep— a God-Mes- 
senger to God-Ministers — to bear the ' dead body from the 
battle-fleld to his own land and kin for due obsequies. And, 
lastly, those drops of Mood which fidl from the sky to the earth, 
as if the heart-tears of the Sire of all the worlds and their iu- 
habitants. 
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Bwiler. You are aJwajs great, sir, on Homer. But, pray, 
have you any intention of returning to the diimpxtia? 

Nbrlh. Ila ! Bnllci^-^o you speak? I have not wandei'ed 
from it. But since you seem tno think I have, thinlt of Patro- 
clus lighting a fire under a tripod with his own hands, to boil 
meat for Achilles' guests — of Achilles himself helping to lay 
the ransomed body of Hector on the car that was to take it 
away. This last is honorific and pathetic. Ministrations of 
all degrees for themselves, in their own affairs, chavaoterize 
them all. Fi-om the least of these to Achilles fighting the 
Iliver-&od — which is an escess — all holds together — is of one 
meaning — and here, as eycrywhere, the least, and the familiar, 
and most homely, attests, vouches, makes evident, probahle, 
and facile to credence, the highest, most uncouth, remote, and 
diificult otherwise of acceptation. Pitching the speculation 
tower, plcntitude of the most robust, ardent, vigorous life over- 
flows the Iliad — up from the animal to the divino — ^from the 
beautiful tall poplar by the riyer-side, w:hich the wheelwright 
or wainwi-ight fells. Eating, drinking, sleeping, thnistiug 
through with spears, and hacking tho live flesh off the bone — 
all go together and help one another — and make the " Majesty 
and Dignity" — or what not — of the Homeric Epos. But I 
see, Bullcr, that you are ttmeing me — and I am ashamed to 
confess that I have exceeded the aligned limit. Gentlemen, 
I ask all your pardons. 

Biiilm: Timeing you — my dear sir! Look — 'tis only my 
snuff-boxr-yonr ovm gift — with your own haunted Head on 
the lid — inspired work of Laurence Maodonald. 

North. Give it me — why there— there — by your own 
unhappy awkwardness — it has gone — gone — to the bottom of 
the deepest part of the Loch ! 

Bulkr. I don't care. It juas my chronometer ! The Box is 
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North. And so is tlie Chronometer. Here it is — I was 
laughing at jon in my sleeve. 

Biiller. Anotiier Herman BoazI — Bless mj eyes, there is 
Kilchurn ! It must be — tiiere is no other such huge Castle, 
Eurely, at the head of the Loch — and no other auoli mountains — 

North. Yon promised solemnly, sir, not to say a single word 
about Loch Awe or its appurtenance, this Evening — so did every 
mother's son of us at your order — and 'twas well — for we have 
Been them and felt them all— at times not the less profoundly 
— as the visionary popip keeps all the while gliding slowly by 
— perpetual accompaniment of our discourse, not uninspired, 
perhaps, by the beauty or the grandeur, as onr imagination was 
among the ideal creations of genius — witJi the far-off in place 
and in time — with generations and empires. 

" When dark oblivion swallows eiliea up, 
And mighty States, characterless, are grated 
To dusty notliiag." 

Seward. Jn the declining light I wonder your eyes can see 
to read print. 

North. My eyes are at a loss with Small Pica — but veritable 
Pica I can master, yet, after sunset. Indeed, I am sharpest- 
sighted by twilight, like a cat or an owl. 

JSuller. Have you any more annotations on Alison? 

North. Many. The flaws are few. I verily believe these 
are all. To elucidate his Truths — in Taste and in Morals — 
would reijuire from us Four a far longer Dialogue. Alison's 
Essays should be reprinted in one Pocket Volume — Wisdom 
and Goodness are in that family hereditary— the editing would 
be a work of Love — and in Bohn'a Standard Library they 
would confer benefit on thousands who now know but their 

Seward. My dear sir, k.st time we voyaged the Loch, you 
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said a few words — perhaps you may rcmemlDer it — about those 
philosophers — Alison — the " Man of Taste," as Thomas Camp, 
hell loved to call him — assuredly is not of tho number — who 
have insisted on the natural Beauty of Virtue, and natural 
Deformity of Vice, and have appeared to place our capacity of 
distinguishing Eight from Wrong chiefly, if not solely, on the 
sense of this Beauty and of this Deformity— 

JVbrth. I remember saying, my dear Seward, that they have 
drawn their views too much from the consideration of the state 
of these feelings in men who had been long exercised in the 
pure speculatiTe contemplation of moral Goodness and Truth, 
as weU as in the calmness and purity of a tranquil, virtuous 
life. Was it so? 

Seward. It was. 

North. In such minds, when all the calm faculties of the 
soul are wedded in happy union to the image of Virtue, there 
is, I have no doubt, that habitual feeling for which tho term 
Beauty furnishes a natural and just expression. But I appre- 
hend that this is not the true expression of that serious and 
solemn feeling which accompanies the understanding of the 
qualities of Moral Action in the minds of the generality of men. 
They who in tho midst of their own unhappy perversions, are 
■VIS ted with kn wlelgeof those immitabledistmct ens and they 
i\ho m the oidmiry stiuggle'* anl trials incident to oui con 
lit on mainta a then con luct m nnison with then strongly 
gi indel prmciplei nl better aspiiationa wouH seldom I 
tjfiphenl empl y thii language for the description of feel 
11 gs which can hirdly be separated from the i leas of an awful 
leoponsibihty involving the happiness ind misery jf the ae 
c mtable suljetta of i moral order of Government 

'Reward Ion think air that to assign this perception of 
Beauty and Deformity, as the groundwork of our Moral ^Nature, 
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is to rest on too slight a fouBdatioa that part of man's consti- 
tution whioh is first in importance to his welfare ? 

Mrih. Assuredly, my dear friend, I do. Nay, I do not 
fear to say that the Emotion, which may properiy be termed a 
Feeling of Beauty in Virtue, tafces place at those times when the 
deepest affection of our souls towards Good and Evil aeta lesa 
strongly, and when the Emotion we feel is derived more from 
Imagination — and — 

Seioard. And may I venture to suggest, sir, that as Imagi- 
nation, which is so strong a principle in our minds, will take 
its temper from any prevalent feelings, and even from any fixed 
and permanent habits of mind, so our Reeling of Beauty and 
Deformity shall be different to different men, either according 
to the predominant strength of natural principles, or according 
to their course of life ? 

Mrlh. Even so. And therefore this general disposition of 
Imagination to receive its character wiU apply, no doubt, where 
the prevailing feelings and habits are of a Moral cast; and 
hence in minds engaged in calm intellectual speculation, and 
maintaining their own moral nature rather in innocence and 
simplicity of life than in the midst of difScalt and trying situa- 
tions and in conflict with passions, there can be no doubt that 
the Imagination will give itself up to this general Moral Cast 
of Mind, and feel Beauty and Deformity -vividly and uniformly 
in the contemplation of the moral quality of actions and moral 
states of character. 

Seward. But your words imply — do they not, sir? — that 
such is the temper of tbeJr calmer minds, and not the emotion 
which is known when, from any great act of Virtue, or Crime, 
which comes suddenly upon them, their Mora! Spii-it rises up 
in its native strength, to declare its own Affection and its own 
Judgment? 

North. Just so. Besides, my excellent friend, if you con- 
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sider well the feeling whioli takes possession of us, on contem- 
plating some splendid act of heroic and self-devoting Virtue, 
we shall find that tie sort of enthusiastic transport which may 
Isindle towards him who has performed it, is not perfectly a 
mora! transport at all; hut it is a hurst of love and admiration. 
Take out, then, from any such emotion, what Ima^nation, and 
Love, and Sympathy have supplied, and leave only what the 
Tiloral Spirit recognJBes of Moral Will in the act, and you will 
Cud that much of that dazzling and splendid Beauty which pro- 
duced the transport of loving admiration is removed. 

Seicard. And if so, sir, then must it ho very important that 
ivo should not deceive ourselves, and rely upon the warmth of 
emotion we may feel towards generous and heroic actions as 
evidence of the force of Moral Principle in our own breasts, 
which requires to he ascertained by a very different test — 

NortK. Ay, Seward; and it is important, also, that we should 
learn to acknowledge and to respect, in those who, without the 
capacity of such vivid feelings, are yet conscientiously faithful 
to the known Moral Law, the merit and dignity of their Moral 
Obedience. We must allow to Virtue, my dearest Seward, all 
that is her due — her countenance beautiful in its sweet serenity 
- — her voice gentle and mild — her demeanor graceful — and a 
simple majesty in the flowing folds of her stainless rwrnent. 
So may we picture her to our imagination, and to our hearts. 
But we must beware of making such abstractions fantastic and 
visionary, lest we come at last to think of emotions of Virtue 
and Taste as one and the same — a fatal error indeed — and that 
would rob human life of much of its melancholy grandeur. 
The beauty of Virtue is but the smile on her celestial counte- 
nance — and may be admired — loved — by those who hold but 
little communion with her inner heart — and it may be over- 
looked by those who pay to her tlie most devout worship, 

TalboT/s. Methinks, sir, that the moral emotion, with, which 
14 
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wi, repaid aiti na gieatly rij^ht or greatly wr ng is no Inns 
r rt it 1^ an earnest solemn feeling of a m nil kn wing theie 
IS nn jaaci, t r bvmg soul" except in their Moril Olediente, 
and theiefore receiving a deep an! ^rateful assiirince of the 
peice of rrne enul moie in witnesimg its adheience to ita 
■virtue an 1 the pain which is suffeied trom erime is much more 
ill ed ti sorrow in oontemplatinj, the wilful departure of a 
sprit horn Its onli pos'Jible & ol th n to those feelings of 
rejTignance and hate which chnrieteiize tho temper f our 
c rom n himin emotion towards cnmes offenng violence and 
ihagp to human tj 

Yottk I hcl GTe that though daiLn ess lies lound andabout 
us seeking to sclye such qiestions a feeling of deep satisfaction 
in witnessing the adherence to Moral Rectiti lo and of deep 
p n m witness ng the depirtuip fr^m it are tie necessary 
reiulta of a monl scnsibihty but taken m the i elemcntiry s ni 
plicity, they have, I think, a character distinct from those many 
other emotJons which will necessarily blend with them, in the 
heart of one human being looking upon the actions of another 
— "because that we have aD one Imman heart." 

TaWoys. Who can doubt that Religion infuses power and 
exaltation into the Arts? The bare History teaches this. In 
Greece, Poetry sang of Gods, and of Heroes, in whose transac- 
tions Gods moved. Sculpture moulded forms which were at- 
tempted expressions of Divine Attributes. Architecture con- 
structed Temples, Be facto, the Grecian Arte rose out of Re- 
ligion. And were not the same Arts, of revived Italy, re- 
ligious? 

Buller. They all require for their foundation and support 
a great pervading sympathy — some Feeling that holds a whole 
national breast. This is needed to munificently defraying the 
Costlier Arts — no base consideration at bottom. For it is « 
life-bond of this life, that is freely dropped, when men freely 
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and generously contiilmte their means fo tlie honor of lieli- 
gion, Thcro is a sentiment in opening jour purse. 

Seward. Tea, Bullei- — ^without that sentiraeot no man can 
loyo nolile Art The trae, deep, grand support of Geniua is 
the confidence of uniTOrsal sympathy. Homer ainga because 
Greece listens. Phidias pours out his sou! over marble, gold, 
and ivory, because he knows that at Olympia, united Greece 
will wonder and will worship. Think how Poet is dumb and 
Sculptor lame, wlio foreknows that what he would sing, what 
he iuoitld carve, will neither be felt nor understood. 

Bailer. Tie Eeligion of a people furnisliea tie sympathy 
whici bothjjoys and applmidi. 

Talhoys. And Religion affords to tho Artist in Words or 
Forms the highest Nornis of Thought — sublime, beautiful, 
solemn — withal the sense of Aspiration — -possibly of Inspi- 
ration. 

North. And it guards Philosophy — and preserves it, by 
spiritual influence, from degradation worse than death. Tho 
mind is first excited into activity through the impressions mado 
by external objects on tie senses. Tho Erenoh meta.phj8ician3 
— pretending to follow Locke — proceeded to discover in tho 
mind a mere compound of Sensations, and of Ideas drawn from 
Sensations. Sensations, and Ideas that were the Helics of 



Talhoys. And thus, sir, by degrees, tho Mind appeared to 
them to be nothing else than a product of the body — say rather 
a state of the body. 

JVorih. A self-degradation, my friend, which to the utmost 
removes the mind from God. And this Creed was welcome to 
those to whom tho belief in Him was irksome, That which 
we see and touch became to such Philosophers the whole of 
Heality. Deity — the Relation of tho Creation to the Creator 
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— tke Lope of a Futurity beyond the grave — vanished from the 
Belief of Materialists living in, and by, and to — Sensation. 

Sewwrd. And with what a horrid sympathy was the creed 
welcomed ! 

NorSi. Ay, Seward, I who lived nearer the time — perhaps 
better than you can — know the evil. Not in tLe sciools alone, 
or in the solitude of philosophical thought, the doctrine of an 
arid specnlation circulated, like a thin and unwholesome blood, 
through the veins of polite literature; not iu the schools alone, 
but in tho gorgeons and gay saloons, where the highly-born, 
the courtly, and the wealthy, winged the laay hours with light 
or dissolute pleasures — there the Philosophy whick fettered 
the soul in the pleasing bands of tho Senses, which plucked it 
back from a feared immortality, which opened a gulf of infinite 
separation between it and its Maker, was cordially entertained 
— there it pointed the jest and the jibe. Skepticism a study — 
the zeal of Unbelief! Principles of false thought appeared 
suddenly and widely as principles of false passion and of fiilse 
action. Doubts, difficulties, guesses, fine spinnings of the per- 
verse brain, seized open the temper of the times — ^became the 
springs of public and popular movements — engines of political 
change. The Venerations of Time were changed into Abomi- 
nations. A Will strong to overthrow — hostile to Order — 
anarchical — "intended siege and defiance to Heaven." The 
irreligious Philosopby of the calmer time how bore its fruit*. 
The Century had prepared the explosion that signalized its 
close — Impiety was the name of the G-iant whom these throes 
of the convulsed earth had borne into the day, and down ti> 
gether went Throne and Altar, But where are we? 

Buller. At the river mouth. 

North. What! at home. 

Bidler. See the Teat-Lights — hoar tlie Tenf^Music. 

North. Tour arm, Talboys — till I disembark. Up to the 
Mount I shall then climb, una^sted but by the Crutch. 
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No. IV. 



SoENii — The Pavilion. 

Time— Oisep. M. 

BuLtER — Sewabd — Talboys — North. 

Talboyi. Here lie is — here lio ia I I traced Lim by Oriiteh- 
print to the Van — like an old Stag of Ten to his lair by the 
Slot. 

Seward. Thank Heaven ! But was this right, my dear 
Birl* 

BuUer. Your Majesty ought not thus to have secreted your- 
self from your subjects, 

Seward. We feared you had absconded — abdicated — and 
retired into a Monastery. 

Midler. Wo have all been miserable about you since an 
early hour in the morning — iuTOible to mortal eye »nce yester 
bed-going gong — regal couch manifestly unslept in — tent after 
tent scrutinized as narrowly as if for a mouse — Swiss G-ianteas 
searched as if by custom-house ofBccra — no Christopher in the 
Encampment — what can I compare it to — but a Bee-hive that 
had lost its Queen. The very Drones were in a ferment — the 
14* 
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workers demented — disjnal the hum of grief and rage — of na- 
tional lamentation and civil war. 

^orih. Billy could have told you. of my retreat. 

Sewo/rd. Billy was in a state of distraction — rushed to 
the Van — and, finding it empty, fainted. 

Nordi. BiUy saw me in the Van — and I told him to shut 
the spring smartly — and be mum. 

BuUer. Villain ! 

North. Obedience to orders is the sum-total of Duty Most 
of the men seem tolerably sober — those whom despair had 
driven to drink have been sent to sleeping-quarteis — the Camp 
haa i-ecovered from its alarm — and is fit foi Inipeotun by the 
Gteneral Commanding the Forces. 

Seioard. But have you bteaifested, my dear sn t 

NortJi. Leave me alone for fiat. What have you all been 
about? 

Talboys. We three started at Five for Luib, in high glee. 

Narih. What I in face of my prediction ? Did I not tell 
you that in that duD, dingy, dirty, ocbre sunset — in ttat wan 
moon and those tallow-candle stars — I saw the morning's 
Deluge. 

BuUer. But did you not also quote Sir David Brewster? 
"In the atmosphere in which he lives and breathes, and the 
phenomena of which he daily sees, ind feels, ind describes, and 
measures, the philosophei stand'^ in icknowlelged ignorance of 
the laws which govern it lie his ascerUined, indeed, its ex- 
tent, its weight, "ind its composition, but though ho has mas- 
teied the hw of heat and moistun., and studied the eleotric 
agencies which influence its condition, he cannot predict, or 
even approximate to ■* prediction, whether on the morrow the 
eon shall •shine, or the ram fall, or the wind How, or the iight- 
mng descend 

^ til Anl dll Ihit f! icikctU tiu Ne\ert}ielcss, we 



Hosted by Google 



CHRISTOPHER UNDER CANVASS. 163 

and weatier-fonlish peoj)le— not Philc^opiicig but 
Einpirira — sailors and shepherds — with all our eyes on the 
lower and the higher heavens — gather up prognostications of 
the charaofer of tho coming time — an iiour or a day — take in 
our cajiTass and set our storm-jib — or run for somo bay where 
the prudent ship shall ride at anchor, aa safe and almost as 
motionless as if she were in a drj-dook; or off to the far hill- 
side to look after the silly sheep — jot not so silly either — for 
there they are, instjnctiye of a change, lying secured by that 
black belt of Seotch-Eirs against the tempest brewing oyer 
Loekerby or Lochmaben — far from the loun Bilholm Braes ! — 
Tou Throe started at Five o'clock for Luib? ^ 

Talhojjs. I rejoice we did. A close carriage is in all 
weathers detestable — your vehicle should be open to all skyey 
influences — with nothing about it that can be set up or let 
down — otherwise some one or other of the party — on some pre- 
tence or other — will be for shutting you all in. And then — 
Farewell, Thou grocn Earth — Thou fair Day — and ye Skies ! 
It had apparently been raining for some little time — ■ 

North. For six hours, and more heavily, I do think, than I 
ever heard it rain before ia this watery world. Having detected 
a few drops in the ceiling of my cubiculum, I had slipt away 
to the Van on the first blash of the business — and from that 
hour to this have been under the "Waterfall — as snug as a Kel- 
pie, 

Talhoj/s. In we got — ^well jammed together — a single gen- 
tleman, or even two, would have been blown out — and after 
some remonstrances with the old Greys, wo were off to Luib. 
Long before we were nearly half-way up the brae behind the 
Camp, Seward complained that the water was running down 
his back — ^but ere we reached the top, that inconvenience and 
every other was merged. The carriage seemed to be in a sink- 
ing state, somcwliero about Achlian; and rolling before tho 
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rain-atorm — horses we saw none — it needed ao great power of 
imagination to fear we were in tlie Loeh. At this juncture we 
came all at once close upon — and into — an appalling crash, and 
squash, and splash — a plunging, rushing, groaning, and moan- 
ing, and roaring — which for Lalf-a-minuto baffled conjecture. 
The Bridge — yon know it, sir — tie old Bridge, that Seward 
was never tired of sketching — going — going — gone; down it 
went — men, horses, all, at the very parapet, and sent ns with a, 
jaup in among the Woods. 

North. Do you mean to say yon were on the Bridge as it 
sunk? 

Talbo^s. I know nothing about it. How should I? We 
were in the heart of the Noise — we were in the heart of the 
Water — we were in the heart of the Wood — we, the vehicle, 
the horses — the same horses, I helieve, tliat were standing be- 
hind the Camp when we mounted — though I tad not seen them 
diiStinotly wnoe, till I recogniaed them madly galloping in their 
traces up and down the foaming banks. 

Horih. Were you all on this side of the river ? 

Talboys. Ultimately we were — else how could we have got 
here? You seem incredulous, sir. Mind me — I don't say wo 
were on the Bridge — and went down with it. It is an open 
qncation — and in the absence of dispassionate witnesses must 
bo settled by probabilities. Sorry that, though the Driver 
saved himself, the Vehicle in the mean time should bo lost — 
with all the Eods. 

North. They will be reeovered on a change of weather. 
How and when got ye baelc ? 

Talboys. On horseback. BuUer behind Seward — myself be- 
fore a man who occasionally wore a look of the Driver. I hope 
it was he — if it was not — tho Driver must have been drowned. 
We had now the wind — that is, the storm — that is, the hurri- 
cane, in our faces — and the aniuials every other miimto wheeled 
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about and stood rooted for many minutes to the road, with their 
tails towards Cladich. My body Lad fortunately lost all sensar 
tion hours before we regainecl the Camp. 

North. Hours! How long did it taie you to accomplish 
the two miles? 

TaUm/s. I did not time it; but we entei'ed the Groat Gate 
of the Camp to the sound of the Breakfast Bagpipes. 

Seward. As soon as we had changed ourselves — as you say 
in Scotland 

Talhoys. Let's hotter Mr. North no more about it. With 
exception of tie Bridge, 'fis not worth talking of — and we ought 
to be thankful it was not Night. Then what a delightful feeling 
of security now, sir, from all intrusion of vagrant visitors from 
the Dalmally side! By this time communication must be out 
oif with Edinburgh and Glasgow — via Inverary — so the Camp 
is virtually insulated. In ordinary weather, there is no calling 
tlie Camp our own. So far back as yestorday only, 8 English 
—4 Gcrman~3 French— 2 Italian — 1 Irish, all Male, many 
mustached — and from those and other countries, nearly an 
equal number of Female — some mustaehed too — " but that not 

North. Impossible indeed it is to enjoy one hour's conscious- 
ness of secure solitude, in tHs most unsedentary age of the 
world. — Look there. Who the deuee are you, sir ? Do you 
belong to Cloud-land — and have you made an involuntary de- 
scent in the deluge? Or arc you of the earth earthy? Off, 
si,-, — off to the back premises. Enter the Pavilion at your 
peril, you Phenomenon. Turn him out, Talboya. 

Talhmjs. Then I must turn out myself. 1 stepped forth for 
a moment to the Front 

North. And have in that moment been transmogrified into 
the Man of the Moon. A false alarm. But methinks you 
might have been satisfied with the Bridge. 
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Talhoys. It is cleariiig up, sir — it is clearing up — pails and 
buckets, barrels and hogsheads, fountains and tanlis, are no. 
longer the order of the day. Jupiter Pluviua is descending on 
Juno with moderated impetuosity — is restricting himself to 
watering pans and garden engines — there is reason to suspeot, 
from the loolc of the atmosphere, that the supplies are running 
short—that in a few hours the glass will be up to Stormy — and 
hurrah, then, for a week of fine, sunshiny, shadowy, breezy, 
balmy, angling Weather! Why, it is almost fair now. I do 
tjTist that we shall have no more of tiose dry, dusty, sandy, 
gravelly days, so unlike Loohawe-side, and natural only in 
Modern Athens or the Great Desert. Hark ! it is clearing up. 
That -is always the way with thorough-bred-rain — desperate 

spurt or rush at the end — a burst when blown— dead-beat 

Seward. Mr. North, matters are looking serious, sir. 
JSorfh. I boheve there is no real danger. 

Seward. The Pole is cracking 

Talboys. Creacking. All the difference in the world be- 
tween these two words. The insertion of the letter E converts 
danger into safety — trepid!ation into confidence — a tent into a 
Eook. 

Bull&i: I have always forgot to ask if the Camp is in- 
sured? 

North. An insui-aneo was effected, on fiivorable terms, on 
the Swiss Giantess before she came into my possession — the 
Trustees are answerable for the Van — the texture of the Tents 
is tough to resist the Winds — and the stuff itself was re-steeped 
during winter in pyroligneous acid of my own invention, which 
has been found as successful with canvass as with timber. Dee- 
side, the Pavilion and her iiiir Sisterhood are imperviovK alike 
to Wet and Dry Rot — Fire and Water. 

Talhoys. You can have no idea, sir, of the beautiful run- 
ning of our drains. When were they dug? 
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Worth, yestreen — at dusk. Not a field in Scotland the 
worse of being drained — my lease from Monzie allows it — a 
good landlord deserves a good tenant; and though it is rather 
late in the year for such operations, I ventured on the experi- 
ment — partly for sake of the field itself, and partly for sake of 
self-preservation. Not pioneers, and miners, and sappers alone 
— tte whole Force were employed Tinder the Knave of Spades 
— open drains meanwhile — to be all covered in — with tiles — ■ 
ere we shift quarters. 

Talboys. A continuance of this weather for a day or two 
will hring them up in shoals from the Lock — Undoubtedly we 
shall have Eels. I delight in drain-angling. Silver Eels! 
Gfold fish ! Tow shall be wheeled out, my dear sir, in Swing, 
and the hand of your own Tilboys shall disengage the first 
"Fish without Fins" from the Wizard's Hook. 

Seward. And he shall he sketched by his own Seward, in 
a moment of triumph, and lithographed by Schenck for the 
forthcoming Edition of Tom Stoddart. 

Buller. And his own Buller shall make the chips fly like 
Michael Angelo — and from the marble block evolve a Chris- 
toplier Piscator not unworthy a Steele — or a Maodonald. 
North. Lay aside your tackle, Talboys, and let us talk. 
Talboys. I am never so talkative as over my tackle. 
Ballex. Lay it aside, then, Talboys, at Mr. North's request. 
Talboi/s. Would, my dear Sir, you had been with me on 
Thursday, to witness the exploits of this Grieslt Palmer. 
Miles up Glensrae, you come — suddenly on the left — in a little 
glen of its own — on such a jewel of a Waterfall. Not ten feet 
ia\\ — iu the pleasure-grounds of a lowland mansion 'twould he 
called a Cascade. But soft as its voice is, there is something 
in it that speaks the Cataract. You discern the Gaelic gurgle 
— and fool that the Fountain is high up in some spot of green- 
sward among heather-hills. Snow-white it is not — almost as 
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transluoent as tte pool into which it glides. You see thiongli 
it the green ledge it slides over witli a gentle touchi^aiid seek- 
ing its own way, for a few moments, among some mossy cones, 
it slips, without being wearied, into its place of rest, which it 
disturbs not heyond a dimple tliat beautifies the quivering re- 
flection of tlie sky. A few birch-trees — one mucb taller than 
the rest — are all the trees tbat arc there — but that sweetest of 
all scents assures you of the hawthorn — and qjd as the hiUa — 
stunted ia size — hut full-leaved and budded as if in their prime 
— a fow hawtborns close by among tie clefts. But why prat- 
tle thus to you, my dear sir? — no doubt you know it well — for 
what beautiful secret in the Highlands is unknown to Cbris- 
topher North ? 

North. I do know it well; and your description — so mut^ 
better than I could have drawn^ — ^has brought it from the dim- 
mer re^ODS of memory, "into the study of imagination." 

Talboys. After a few circling sweeps to show myself my 
command of my gear, and to ^ve the Naiad warning to take 
care of her nose, I let drop this griesly paIiMer, who aligbted 
as if he had wings. A Grilse I I cried — a Grilae! No a Sea- 
trout — an amber Witch — a White Lady — a Daughter of Pearl 
— whom with gCEtla yiolence and quick dispatch I solicited to 
the yellow sands — and folding not mj arms, as is usual in 
works of fiction, slightly round her waist — but both hands, 
with all their ten fingers, grasping ber neck and shoulders to 
put the fair creature out of pain — in with her — in with her 
into my Orool — and again to business. It is on the First Vic- 
tim of the Day, especially if, as in this ease, a Bouncer, an 
angler fondly dwells in reminiscence — each successive captive 
— however engrossing the capture — loses its distinct individu- 
ality in the fest accumulating crowd; and when, at close of 
day, sitting down among the broom, to empty and to count, it 
is on the llrst Victim tliat the angler's eye reposes — ^in refiU- 
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iiig, it is the first victim you lay aside to crown the treasTire — 
in wending homewards it is on the First Victim's biography 
you muse; and at home — in the Pavilion — it is the Fhst Vic- 
tim you suhmit to the critical ken of Christopher 

Bidler. Especially if, as in this case, she be a Bouncer, 
North. You pride yourself on your recitation of poetry, 
Talboya. Charm ns with the finest descriptive passage you can 
remember from the British Poets. Not too loud — not too 
loud — this is not Bseter Hall — -nor are you about to address the 
Water-witch from the top of Ben-Lomond. 
Talhoi/s. 

" But tlioii, Cliluviiiius ! in lliy sweetesl wave 
Of tlie most Hving crystal ihal was e'er 
The haane of river nymph, lo gaae and lave 
Her limbs where nothing hid then), thou dost rear 
Thy grassy banks, whereoti the milk-white steef 
Grazes; the purest god of gentle waters! 
And most serene of aspect, and most clear; 
Surely that stream was unprofaned by slaughters — 
A mirror and a bath for Beauty's yoongest daughters I 

"And on thy happy shore a Temple still, 
Of small and delicate proportion, keeps. 
Upon a mikl declivity of hill, 
Its memory of thee; beneath it sweeps 
Thy current's calmness ; oft from oiit it leaps 
The finny darter with the glittering scales, 
Who dwells and revels in thy glassy lieeps; 
While, chance, some scattered water lily sails 
Down where the shallower wave still tells Its bubbling tales. 

"Pass not nnblest the genius of the place 1 

If through the air a zephyr more serene 
, Win to the brow, 'tis his ; and if ye trace 

Along his margin a more eloquent green, 

If on the heart the freshness of the scene 
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Sprinkle- its coQlneSB, and from tlio dry dust 
Of weary life a moment lave it dean 
With Nature's baptism — 'tis to him ye must 
Pay orisons for this suspensiou of di^^ist." 

North. Admirably said and suDg. Tour low tones, Talboya, 
aj-e eame'it and impieasive, and jou lecite, hke all tiue lovers 
of sing, m the spint of sobloquj, -is if you wcro yourself tlie 
scle listener How I ll^te Spouting lour elooationibt malieB 
hi3 mouth 1 jet d eau — and by his gestures calls on all the 
auditor to behold tbe perfDrmance From the lips of tho min 
who has music in bis &oul, tbe words of iDajjuatna flow as 
from a natuial fountain, fcr bis sout has made them its own — 
and delight"" tD fpel m theu beauty in adequate cxpips^ion of 
its own emotion? 

Tallows I spoLo them to nij=elf— Lut I wii still iwiri, of 
yOMj- presence, mj deai sir 

North. The St.inzas are line — but an, thty the finest m 
DeseriptJve Poetry ? 

Talho^s. I do not say so, sir. Any request of. yours I in- 
terpret liberally, and accede, to at once. ' Finer stanzas there 
maybe — many; but,! took them because they first came to 
boart. "Bcautifiil exceedingly" tbey are — they may .not be 
faultless. 

Nort/i. Sir Walter bassaid — '^Perhaps there are no verses 
ia our language of happier descriplipe power than the two 
Btanzas which characterize the Clitumnus." 

Talbm/s. Then I am right. 

iVwfA. Perhaps you are., Scott, loved Byron— and jt is 
ennobling to hear one great Poet praising another: yet the 
stanzas which so deligbted our Minstrel may not be so felici- 
tous as they seemed to be to his irioved imagination. ' 

Talbmjs. Possibly not. 

North. Iq the Erst, Stanza what do we find? An npois- 
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tropho — "TlioTi, Clitumnus," not yet quite an Impersonation — 
a few lines on, an Impersonation of the Stream. — 

" • -the purest God of gentlest waters ! 

Wliat'isgaiaed-'bytHalmpersouation? Nothing. Forthequali- 
ties hero attributed to the River-God are the very same that 
had ah-eady heen attributed to the water — purity — serenity — 
clearness. " Sweetest wave of the most living crjsla]" — affects 
ns just as much — here I tMnk more than the two lines about 
the God. And observe, that no sooner is the God introduced 
than he disappears. HJs coming and his going are alike un- 
satisfactory — for his coming gives ua no new emotion, and his 
going is instantly followed by lines that have no relation to his 
Gods hip at aU. 

Talboyi. Why — ^why — I rcaDy don't know. 

North. I have mildly — and inoffensively to all the world— 
that is, to all us Four — shown, one imperfection ; and I think' 
—I feel there is another — mthis Stanza. "The sweetest wave 
of the most living crysta,!" is visioned to us in the opening Haes 
as the haunt' "of river nymph, to gaze and lave her limbs 
where nothing hid them," — and we are pleased; it is visioned 
to us, in the concluding line, as "the mirror and tie bath fot 
Beauty's youngest daughters" — and we are not pleased ; or if 
we are, but for a moment — for it is, as nearly as may be, the 
same vision over again — a mirror and a bath 1 

Talhoifs. But then, sir— 

Nbrlh. Well? 

Talboi/s. Go on, sir. 

North. I am not sure that I understand "Beauty's young- 
est daughters." 

Talboyis. Why, small maidens from ten to twelve years old, 
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vho in their innooect lieauty may bailie without danger, and in 
their innocent self-admiration may gaze without fear. 

North. Thon is the expression at once commonplace and 
obscure. 

Talbot/s. Don't say ao, sir. 

Mtrih. Think you Byron means the Graces? 

Talhoyi. He does — he does — the Graces sui'e enough — the 
Graces. 

North. Whatever it means — it means no more than we had 
before. A descriptiye St-anza should ever be progressive, and 
at the close complete. To my feeling, " slaughters" had better 
been kept far away from the imagination as from the eyes. I 
know Byron aHudes here to the Sanguiaetto of the preceding 
Stanza But he ought not to have alluded to it — the contrast 
was complete without such reference — between the river we 
are delightmg in and the blood-named torrent that has passed 
away Why, then, force such an image back upon us~-when 
of omselvc'* we should never have thought of it, and it is the 
hst imige we should desire to see? 

Tdlhoi/s. Allow me a few minutes to consider—- 

North. A day. Will you be so good, Talboys, as tell me 
in ten words the meaning of — in the next Stanza — "keeps its 
memory of Thee?" 

Tailors. I will immediately. 

North. To my mind — angler as I am — 

Talboys. The Prince of Anglers. 

North. To my mind, two lines and a half about Fishes are 
here too much — "finny darter" seems conceited — and "dwells 
and revel^' needlessly strong — and t\ie /re^itent rising oi "finny 
darters with the glittering scales" to me seems hardly consist- 
ent with the solemn serenity inspired by the Temple "of small 
and delicate proportion" "keepingits memory of Thee," — what- 
ever that may mean; — nor do I think that a poetical mind like 
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JJjron's, if fully possessed in idea! contemjilataon with the 
boauty of the whole, would have thought so much of such an 
occuiTohce, or dwelt upon it with so many words. 

Talboya. I wish tiiat finny darters with the glittering scales 
had oft leaped from out thy current's calmness, Thou G-Ienor- 
chy, yesterday — but not a fin could I stir with finest tackle and 
Double-Nothings. 

North. That is no answer, either one way or another, to my 
gentle demur to tho perfection of the stanzas. Tlie "scattered 
water-lily" may be well enough — so let it pass— with this oby 
that the flower of the water-lily is not easily separated from its 
stalk — and is not, in that state, eligible as an image of peace. 

Talboys. It is of beauty. 

North. Be it so. But is "scattered" tKc right wordf No. 
A water-hly to be scattered miisi be Un-n — for you scatter many, 
not one — a fleet, not a ship — a flock of sheep, not one lamb.' 
A solitary water-lily — broken off and drifting by, has, as you 
said, its own beauty — and Byron doubtlessly intended that— 
but he has not said it — ^he has said the reverse — ^for a " scat-' 
tered" water-lily is a dishevelled water-lily — a water-lily no 
more — a dispersed or dispersing multitude of leaves — of what 
bad been a moment before — a Flower. 

Talboys. The image pleases every body — take it as you find 
it, and be content. 

North. I take it as I find it, and am not content; I take it 
as I don't find it, and am. Then I gently demur to " still tells 
its bubbling talcs." In Gray's line — 

" And pore upon tlie brook that baLblcs hy," 

the wmd "babbles" is the right one — a mitigated "brawling" 
— 1 continuou'S muimur without meaning, till you give it one 
fi mmy — like that ot some ceaseless female human being, 
pln^santly acLompanjing your reveries that have no relation to 
15* 



Hosted by Google 



174 CHRISTOPHER UNDER 

what jou tear. Her blameless babble has that effeet — and 
were it to atop, you would awake. But Byron's " shallower 
wave still tells its huhbUng tale^' — a tale is still about some- 
thing — however small — and pray what is that something? 
Nothing,. "Tales," then, is not the very word here — nor 'will 
"bubbling" make it so — at best it is a pri-tfjisni rather than 
Poetry. Tho Poet is becoming a Poetaster. 

TalhoT/s. I stall never recite another finest descriptive pas- 
sage from the whole range of our British Poets — during the 
course of my life — in this Pavilion. 

Mrffi. Let us look at the Temple. 

Tolhoys. Be done, I beseech you, sir. 

North. Talboys, you have as logical — -as legal a head aa 
any man I know. 

Talboys. Whathas a logical or legal head to do with Byron's 
description of the Clitumnus? 

North. As much as with any other " Process." And you 
know it. But you are in a most contradictory— I had almost 
said captious mood, this forenoon — and will not imbibe geni- 

ally- 

Talboys. Imbibe genially — acids — after having imbibed in 
the body immeasurable rain. 

North. Let us look at the Temple. "A Temple still" 
might mean a still temple. 

Talboys. But it doesn't. 

North. ' A Poet's meaning should never, through awkward- 
ness, be ambiguous. But no more of that. " Keeps its Mem- 
ory of Thee" suggests to my mind tiat the Temple, dedicated 
of old to the River-God, retains, under the new religion of the 
land, evidence of the old Deification and Worship. The Tem- 
ple survives to express to us of another day and fiuth, a Deifica- 
tion and worship of Thee — Olitumnus — dictated by the same 
apprehension of thy characteristic Beauty in the hearts of those 
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old morsiiippers ttat aow posaesaea ours looking on Thee. Thou 
art unchaBged — the sensitive and ima^native intelligence of 
Tliee in man. is unchanged — although times have changed — 
etafes, nations — and, to the eyes of man, the heavens thera- 
selves ! If all this be meant — all this is not SMd — in the words 
you admire. 

Talhoj/s. I cannot say, as an honest man, that I distinctly 
understand you, my dear sir. 

North. You understand mc hotter than you understand 

Talhoys. I understand neither of you. 

North. The poetical thought seems to be here — that the 
Temple rises up spontaneously on the hanlc— under the power 
of the Beautiful in the river — a permanent self-spnmg reflection 
of that Beautiful — as indeed, to imagination, all things appear 
to create .themselves ! 

'I'aJhoys. You apeali like yourself now, sir. 

North. But look here, my good Talboys. The statue of 
Achilles may "keep its memory"— -granting the locution to bo 
good, which it is not — of Achilles— for Achilles is no more. 
Sink— -in a rapture of thought — the hand of the artist — think 
that the statues of Achilles came of tlwmsdves — as unsown 
flowers eome — for poets to express to all ages the departed 
Achilles, They keep— as long as they remain unperished — 
"their memory of Aohilles" — tbey were from the beginning 
voluntary and intentional conservators of the Memory of the 
Hero. But Olifumrwus is here — alive to this hour, and with 
every prospect of outliving his own Temple. What do you 
say to that? 

Talhoi/s. To what? 

North. Einaliy — if that reminiscence of the Heathen Deifi- 
cation, which I first proposed, was m Byron's mind — and he 
means by "still keeps its memory of Thee" memory of the 
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Eiver-G-od — and of tlie "Worship of the Eiver-Grod — then all he 
says about the mere natural river — its leaping flahes, and so 
forth, is wide of hia own purpose — and what is worse — implies 
an absurdity — a reminiscence — not of the past — but of the 
present. 

Talboys. If all that were submitted to me for the Pursuer, 
m Printed Papers— I should appoint answers to be given in by 
the Defender — within seven days— and within seven days after 
that^— give judgment. 

North. Keep your temper, Mr, Testy. As I have no wish 
to sour you for the rest of the day, I shall say little about the 
Third Stanza, "Pass not unblest the Gtenius of the Place," 
would to me bo a more impressive prayer, if there were more 
sjjin'iMo^i^ in the preceding stanzas — and in -the lines which 
fellow it; for the. Genius of the Place has been acting, and con- 
tinues to a«t, almost solely on the Senses. And who is the 
Genius of the Place I The Eiver-God— he to whom the Gen- 
tile worship built that Temple. But Byron says, most unpoet- 
ically, "along his margin" — along the margin of the Genius of 
the Place ! Then, how flat — how pooiv-rafter " the Genius of 
tie Place" — " ih^ /reslmess of the Scene" — lor the freshness of 
the Scene bless the genius of the Place! Is that language flow- 
ing from the emotion of a Poet's beartf And the last line 
spoils all; for he whom we are (o bless — the Eiver-God — or the 
Genius of the Place — ^has given the heart but a "moment's" 
cleanness from dry dust — but a moment's, and no more ! And 
never did hard, coarse Misanthropy so mar a Poet's purpose 
as by the shocking prose that is left grating on our souls — 
"sMspmsioit of d'istfTist!" So, after all this beauty — and all 
this enjoyment of beauty— well or ill painted by the Poet — 
you mmtpd^ oi-ismis to the Eiver-God or the Genius — whom 
you had been called on to bleu — for a mere momentary suspen- 
sion of disgust to all our fellowcroatures — a disgust that would 
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return as strong — or strorger than over — as soon as you got to 
Home. 

'l'atboi/s. I confess I don't lilie it. 

Mirth. " Must '." There are Needs of all sorts, stapes, and 
sizes. There is terrible necessity— there is bitter neoesaitj — 
tliere is g;iiiding necessity — there is fine — delicate — loving — 
playful necessity. 

Talbos/s. Sir? 

Mirth. There ai-e Musts that fly upon the wings of devils — 
Musts that fly apon the wings of angels— Musts that walk upon 
the feet of men — Musts that flutter upon the wings of Fairies 
—But I am dreaming ! — Say on. 

Talbmjs. I think the day's clearing— let us launch &utta 
Pereha, Buller, aud troll for a Ferox. 

North. Then fling that Tarpaulin over your Feather- Jacket, 
on which you plume yourself, and don't forget your Gig-Para- 
sol, Longfellow— for the rain-gauge is running over, so are the 
water-butts, and I hear the Loch surging ite way up to the 
Camp. The Cladich Cataract is a stunner. Sit down, my 
dear Talboys. Kecite away. 

Tulhoys. No. 

JVbr(A. Gentlemen, I call on Mister Buller. 

B\dler. 

" The toar of waters 1— from rtie headlong height 
Velino oleavoB the way-worn precipice ; 
The ail of watersi rapid aa the light 
The flashing mass foams shaking the aby^ ; 
Tlio hell of watersi where ihej' howl and hiss, 
And boit in endless torture; while the sweat 
Of their great agony, wrung out from this 
Their Phlegethon, onria round the rocks of jet 

That gird the gulf around, in pitiless horror set, 



1 spray (he aide?, and thenoc sgair 
uiiocasing shower, which round, 
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Wilh ilB unemplied cloud of gaatle tain 
I3 an eternal April to the ground, 
Making it all one emerald t how profound 
The ^If! and how die giant element 
From rock to rook leaps with deliriotis bound 
Crushing the cliffs, which, downward worn and cent 
With bis fiercB footsteps, yield id ql^sms 3 fearful vent 

" To the broad column which rolls on, and shows 
More like the fountaiii of an infant sea 
Tom ftom the womb, of mountains by the throes 
Of a new world, than only thaa to be 
Parent of rivets, which flow gushingly 
With many windings, through the vale j— Look back ; 
Lo! where it oomea like an eternity. 
As if to sweep down all things in its track. 
Charming the eye with dread — a malchloES cataract, 

"Hotribly beautiful! but on the verge, 
From side to side, beneadi the glittering morn, 
An Iris sits, amidst the infernal surge, 
Like Hope upon a death-hed, and unworn 
lis steady "dyes j while Ml arounil is tfim 
By the distracted waters, heat^ Berene 
Its brilliant hues with all their beams unshorn i 
Hesemblin^, 'mid the'torfute of , the scene, 
Love watching Madness with unalterable mien." 

North. Ip the First Stanza tlere ia a very peculinr aud a 
very striking form— or construction— The Eoar of Waters— 
The Fall of Waters— The IIcll of Waters. 

BuUer. You admire it. 

North. I do. 

Talhoys. Don't believe him, BuUer. Let's bo off— there 
is no rain worth mentioning — see — there's a Fly. - Ob! 'tia 
hut a Red Professor dangling from my bonnet — a Red Profes- 
sor with tinsy and a tail. Come, Seward, here's the Chess- 
Board. Lot us make out the Main. 
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North. Tte four lines about the Hoar and the Fall are 

Talboi/s. Indeed, sir. 

Karth. Mind your game, sir. Seward, you may gi^e him 
a Pawn. The nest four — ahout Hell-^re had. 

Talhdi/s. Indeed, sir, 

North. Seward, you may litewise give him a Knight. As 
had as.can he. ■ For there is an incredible confusion of tormented 
and tormentor. They howl, and hiss, and hoil in endless tor- 
ture — they are auffering the Paing of .Helli— they.are in Hel!. 
"But the sweat of their great agony is wrung out from iJiia 
their PhlegethonI" Where is this their 'Phlegethon ? Why, 
this their Phlegethon is— themselves ! ' Look down— -there is 
no other riyer^ — but the Velino. 

BvMer. Hear Virgil — 

" Mcenia lata yiflet, triplioi oitcumdata muro, 
Qua; rapidus flammia ambit torrentibus amnis 
Tarmreus Plilegelhon, torquetque soiianlia sasa." 

No Phlegetlion with torrents of 'firo surrounding and shaking 
Byron's Hell., I do not understand it — an UHaecountable 
blunder. 

North. In next stanza, what is gMned by 

" How profound 
The gulf! and how the giant element 
From rock to rook leaps witb dblivious boand I" ' 

Nothing. In the First Stanza, we had the " abyss," " the 
gulf,"- and the agony — all and more flian we have here. 

Seward. Check-mate. 

Talboys. , Confound the board! — no, not the board — ^but 
Ilurwitz himself could not play in such an infernal clatter. 

North. Buller has not got to the word " infernal" yet, 
Phillidor — but he will by-and-by. " Crushing the Cliffs" — 
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crashmg is not the riglit word — it is the wrong one — for not such 
is the process — visible or inrisible, "Dovm/mard worn" is silly. 
" Keroe footsteps," t« my imagination, is tame and out of 
place — though it may not be to yours;- — and I thunder in the 
ears of the Chess-players that the first half of the next stanaa — 
the third— is as bad writing as is to be found in Byron. 

I'alhoys. Or in North. 

North. Seward — you may give him likewise a Bishop — 

" Look baok : 
lo I where it aomes like aii Eternity." 

I do not say that la not aubhme If it is an image of 
Eternity — sublime it must be — but the Poet has chosen his 
time badly for mspinng us with that thought — for we look 
back on what ho had pictured to us as faUihg into hell- — and 
then flowing diffused " only thus to be parents of rivers that 
flow guahmgly with many windings through the vale" — images 
of Time. 

"Aa if to Ewcep down all things in its track," 

is well enough for an ordinary cataract, but not for a cataract 
that comes " like an Eternity." 



"Charming the eyo xvith dceail— a matchless catarant, 
Horribly beautiful." 

Seward. One game each. 

Talbo^s. Let ua go to the Swiss Giantess to play out the 
Main. 

North. In Stanza Fourth — " But on tlia verge," is very 
like nonsense — 

Tafhoyn. Not at all. 

North. The Swiss Giantess is espeeting you — good-by, 
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my dear Tali)oya, Now, Buller, I wish you, seriously and 
calmly, to think on this image — 

" An Iris sits, amidst tlm iiifcrnal surge, 
Lilie Hope upon a deatli-beil." 

Did Hope — could Hope ever sit by mtch a death-bed ! The 
infernal surge — the hell of waters — the howling — the hissing — 
the boiling in endless torture — the sweat of the great agony 
wrung out-— and more of the same sort — these image Oie death- 
bed. Hope has sat beside many a sad — many a miserable 
death-bed — but not by such as this; and yet, here, such a 
death-bed is hinted at as not ucoommon— in a few words — 
" like Hope upon a death-bed." The smile came not of itself-— 
it was sought for — and had far better have been away. There is 
much bad writing here, too — " unworn" — " unshorn" — " torn" 
— "dyes" — "hues" — "beams" — " torture o/ the scen(^' — epi- 
thet heaped on epithet, without any clear perception or sincere 
emotion — the Iris changing from Hope upon a death-bed to 
Love watching Madness — both of which I pronounce, before 
that portion of mankind assembled in this Tent, to be on the 
FALSETTO — and wide from the thoughts that visit the suffering 
souls of the children of men remembering this life's greatest 

iVira/-i7. Yet throughout, sir, there is Power. 

^'D-'h. Power! My dear Seward, who denies it? Uut 
great Power — true poetical Power — is self-collected — not tur- 
bulent though dealing with turbulence — in its own stately pas- 
sion dominating physical nature in its utmost distraction — and 
in her blind forces seeing a grandeur — a sublimity that only be- 
comes visible or audible to the senses, through the action of 
imagination creating its own consistent ideal world out of that 
turmoil-— making the fury of falling waters appeal to our Moral 
ISi'ing, from whoii' depths and hoigbte rise emotions echoing 
Ki 
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all tlie tones of the thundering eatarsuit. In these stanzas of 
BjTon, the main Power is in the Cataract — not in the Poetry 
— loud to the ear — to the eye flashing and foaming — full of 
noise and fury, signifying not much to the soul, as it stuns and 
confounds the senses — while its more spiritual significations are 
uncertain or unintelligihle, accepted with doubt, or rejected 
without hesitation, because felt to he false and deceitfid, and 
but brilliant mockeries of the Truth. 

Talboys. Spaie Byron, who is a Poet — and castigate some 
popular Versifier. 

North. I will not spare Byron — and just because he is a 
Poet. For popular Versifiers, they may pipe at their pleasure, 
but aloof from our Tents — chirp anywhere but in this Ea- 
eanipnient; and if there be a Gowdspink or Yellow-hammer 
among them, let us incline our ear kindly to his chattering or 
his yammering, " low doua in the broom," or high np on his 
apple-tree, in outfield or orchard, and pray that never naughty 
schoolboy may harry his neat. 

Seward. Would Sir Walter's Poetry stand snch critical 
examination ? 

Worth. All — or nearly so — directly dealing with War — 
Fighting in all its branches. Indeed, with any kind of Ac- 
tion he seldom fails — in Eeflection, often — and, strange to say, 
almost as often in description of Nature, though there in hja 
happier hours he excels. 

Seward. I was always expecting, during that discussion 
about the Olitumnus, that you would have brought in Virgil. 

Wort/i. Ay, Maro — in description — is superior to them all 
— ^in the ^neid as well as in the Georgics. But we have no 
time to speak of his Pictures now — only just let me ask you — 
Do yoQ remember what Payne Knight says of .^neas? 

Seward. No, for I never read it. 

Nm-ilt. Payne Knight, in his Anidi/lical Inqidr;/ into the 
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PnitdpUs of Tasfe— a.work of high authority in hja own day, 
and contEuning many trutis vigorously expounded, though 
characterized thiougtout by arrogance and presumption — speaks 
of that " selfisii coldness with which the iBneaa of Vkgil treats 
the unfortunate princess, whose affectiom he had sedvxed" and 
adds, that " Every modern reader of the .ffineid finds that the 
Episode of Dido, though in itself the most exquisite piece of 
compodtion existing, weakens extremely the suhseqaent interest 
of the Poem, it being impossible to sympathize either cordially 
or kindly with the fortunes or exertions of a hero who sneaks 
away from his high-minded and much-injured benefactress in a 
manner so base and unmanly. When, too, we find him soon 
after imitating all the atrocities, and surpassing the utmost 
arrogance, of the furious and vindictive Achilles, without dis- 
playing any of his generosity, pride, or energy, he becomes at 
once mean and odious, and only excites scorn and indignation ; 
especially when, at the conclusion, he presents to Lavinia a 
hand stcuned with the blood of her favored lover, whom be had 
stabbed while begging for quarter, and after being rendered 
incapable of resistance." Is not this, Seward, much too 
strong ? 

Seward. I think, air, it is not only muoh too strong, but 
outrageous; and that we are bound, in justice to Virgil, to have 
clearly before our mind his own Idea of his Hero. 

TaJh'ys. To try that Jilneas by the rules of poetry and of 
morality; and if we find his character such as neither our 
imagination nor our moral sense will suffer us to regai-d with 
favdr — to admire either in Hero or Man — then to throw the 
.^neid aside. 

Bulhr. And take up his Georgica. 

Talhoy$. To love Virgil wo need not forget Homer — ^bnt 
to sympathize with Jjlneas, our imaginations must not be filled 
with Achilles. 
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Seward. 'IVoy is dust — tlie Son of Thetas dead. Lot us 
go with the Fugitives aud their Leador. 

Talhoys. Let ua heheve from tho first that thej seek a 
Destined Seat — under One Man, who knows his missioD, and is 
worthy to fulfil it. Has Virgil bo snstained the character of that 
Man — of that Hero? Or has he, from ineptitude, and uaeqaal 
to so great a subject — let him sink below our nobler sym- 
pathies — nay, uncoiisoious of failure of his purpose, as Payne 
Knight says, aceonnnodated him to our contempt? 

Seward. For seyen years he has been that Man — that 
Hero. One Night's Tale has shown him' — as he is — for I pre- 
sume that Virgil — and not Payne Kuight — was his Maker. 
If that speech was all a lie — and the Son of Anchises, not a 
gallant and pious Prince, but a hypocrite and a coward— abut 
the Book or burn it. 

Talhoi/s. Much gossip— of which any honest old woman, 
bad she uttered the half of it, would have been ashained before 
she bad finished her te.a — baa been scribbled hj divers male 
pens — stupid or spritely — on that magnificent Eecital. .^ueas, 
it has been said, by bis own account, skulked during the Town 
Sack — and funked during the Sea Storm. And how, it has 
been asked, came he to lose Creusa? Pious indeed! A truly 
pious man/say they, does not speak of bis piety — he takes care 
of his household gods without talking about Lares and Penates. 
Many critics — some not without name — have been such — un- 
repentant — old women. Come we to Dido. 

JVbrth, Be cautious for I fear I have been in fault myself 
towards ^neas for his part in that transaolion. 

Tallmj/s. I take the account of it from Vu'gi!. Indeed, I 
do not know of any scandalous chronicle of Carthage or Tyre. 
A Trojan Prince and a Tynan Queen — say at once a Man and 
a "Woman— on sudden temptation and unforeseen opportunity 
— Sin — and they continue to sin. As pious men as iBneas.^ — 
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and as Hngly and heroic too, have so sinned far worse than 
that — jet have not heen exeommunioated frem the fellowship 
of saints, kings, or heroes. 

Seward. To saj that ^iieas " seduces Dido," in the sense 
that Payne Knight uses the word, is a calumnious vulgarism. 

TaTboys. And shows a sulky resolution to shut his eyes — 
and keep them shut. 

Semard. Had he said that in the Schools at Oxford, he 
would have heen plucked at his Little-go. But I forget— there 
was no plucking in those days — and indeed I rather think he 
was not an University Man. 

North. Nevertheless he was a Scholar. 

Seward. Not nevertheless, sir — notwithstanding, sir. 

North. I sit corrected. 

Seward. Neither did Infelix Elissa seduce him — desperately 
in loYo as she was — 'twas not the storni of her own will that 
drove her into that fatal cave. 

Talhoys. Against Venus and Juno comhioed, alas! for 
poor Dido at last ! 

Seward, ^neas was in her eyes what Othello was in Des- 
dcmona's. No Desdemona she — no " gentle lady" — nor was 
Virgil a Shakspeare. Yet those remonstrances— and that 
raving — and that suicide ! 

Talhoys. Ay, Dan Virgil feared EOt to put the condemna- 
tion of his Hero into those lips of fire — to let her winged curses 
pursue the Pious Perfidious as he puts to sea. But what is 
truth — passion — nature from the reproachful and raving — the 
tender and the truculent — the repentant and the revengeful — 
the true and the false Dido — for she had forgot and she remem- 
bers Sychaeus — when cut up into bits of bad law, and framed 
into an Indictment through which the Junior Jehu at the 
Scottish Bar might drive a Coach and Six! 

Seward. But he forsook her I He did— and in obedience 
16* 
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to the will of heaven. Throughout the whole of his Tale of 
Troy, at that fatal banquet, ho f«lla her whither, and to what 
&ted region, the fleet ia hound — he is not sadljng under sealed 
orders — Dido hears the Hero's destiny from the lips of Mceatis- 
wmiia Hector, from the lips of Crcuaa's Shade. But Dido is 
deaf to all those solemn enunciations — none so deaf as those 
who will not hear; the Likeness of AscaEius lying by her oo 
her Boja] Couch fired her vital hlood — and she already is so 
insane as to dream of lying ere long on that God-like hreast. 
He had forgot — and he remembers his duty — yes — his duty; 
aocordiiig to the Creed of his country — of the whole heathen 
world — in deserting Dido, he obeyed the Gods 

Talhoj/s. He sneaked away ! says Kmght. Go he must — 
would it have been more heroic to set fire to the Town, and 
embark in the General Dlumination? 

Seward. Would Payne Knight have seriously advised Virgi! 
to marry ^neas, in good earnest, to Dido, and make him King 
of COTthage? 

Btdler. Would they have been a happy couple? 

Seward. Does not our sympathy go with ^neas to the 
Shades? Is he unworthy to look on the Campos Lugentea? 
On the Elysian Fields f To be shown by Anohises the Shades 
of the predestined Heroes of unesisting Rome ? 

TaliK^s. Do we — because of Dido — despise him when first 
he kens, on a calm bright morning, that great Grove on the 
Latian shore near the mouth of the Tiber. 

" jEiieas, primique duees, el pulcher lulua, 
Corpora aiib raniis depoiiunt arboris hIiep, 
InBtituuntque da pes." 

Seward. But he was a robber — a pirate — an invader — an 
usurper — so say tlie Payne Knights. Yii'gil sanctifies tho 
Landmg with the spirit of peace — ami a iixuidied olive- crow uni 
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Envoys are sent to Laurentum with snch peace-offeriEga as liad 
never been kid at tlie feet of an Ausonian King. 

Talhoys. Notliing oan esceecl iu simple grandeur the advent 
of ^neas — tLe reception of tie Envoys by old Latinus. The 
rigtt of the Prince to the region he has reached is established 
by gi-ant human and divine. Surely a father, who is a king, 
may dispose of his daughter in marriage — and here he must; 
he knew, from omen, and oracle, the Hour and the Man. La- 
vinia belonged to .^neas — not to Tumus — though we muBt 
not severely blame the fiery Rutuliaa because he would not 
give her up. Amata, in and out of her wits, was on his side; 
but their botrothment — if betrothed they were — was unhallowed 
— and might not blind ja fiicc of Eate. 

Butter. Turnus was in the wrong from beginning to end. 
Virgil, however, has made him a hero — and idiofa have said 
that he eohpses Mm&s — the same idiots, who, at the same 
time, have told us that Virgil could not paint a hero at all. 

Talhoi/s. That his genius has no martial fervor. Had the 
blockheads read the Eising — the Gathering — in the Seventh 
iEneid? 

Norih. Sir WaJtor himself had mnoh of it by heart — and 
I have seen the "repeated air" kindle the aspect, and uplift 
the Lion-Port of the greatest War-Poet that ever blew the 
trumpet. 

Seward, .^neas at the Court of Evander — that fine old 
Grecian ! There he is a Hero to be loved — and Pallas loved 
him — and ho loved Pallas — and all men with hearts love Virgil 
for their sakes. 

TaVioys. And is ho not a Hero, when relanding from sea 

at the mouth of his own Tiber, with his Etrurian Allies — some 

thousands strong? And does he not then act the HeroF 

Virgil was ho War-Poet 1 Second only to Homer, I hold — 

Seiuard. An imitator of Homer! With fights of the 
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Homerio age — how could he help it? But lie is, in nmoh, 
ori^nal OE the battle-fielci — and is there in all the Diiid a 
LauBKS, or a Pallas ? — 

Buller. Or a Camilla? 

Sejoard. Fighting is at the best a sad boainess — but Pajne 
Knight is offensive on the cruelty— tie feroGity of ^neas. I 
wish Virgil had not made him seize and sacrifice the Eight 
Young Mea to appeaao tho Maues of Pallas. Such sacrifice 
Virgil believed tfl bo agreeable to the manners of the time — 
and, if usual to the most worthy, hore assuredly due. In the 
final Great Battle, 

"Aivay to lieaveii, tespeotive Lenjly, 
And Hre-eyed Fury be my conduct now." 

Buller. Knight is a ninny on the Single Combat. In all 
the previous circumstances regarding it, Tumus behaved ill — 
now that he must fight, he fights well; 'tis as fair a fight as 
ever was fought in the field of old Epio Poetry; tutelary inter- 
position alternates in favor of either Prince j the bare notion 
of either outliving defeat never entered any mind but Payne 
Knight's: nor did any other fingers ever fumble such a charge 
against the hero of an Epio as " Stabbing while begging for 
quarter" — but a momentary weakness in Turnus which was 
not without its effect on ^neas, till at sight of Hiaf Bdt, he 
sheathed the steel. 

Talboys. Payne works himself up, in the conclusion of the 
passage, into an absolute maniac. 

North. Good manners, Talboys — no insult — remember Mr. 
Knight has been long dead. 

Talboi/s. So has .^neas — so has Virgil. 

Mrth. True. Young gentlemen, I have listened with much 
pleasure to your animated and judicious dialogue. Shall I 
now give Judgment? 
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Buller. Lengthy? 

N'orOi. Not more than an hour. 

BnUer. Then, if you pleaao, my Lord, to-moiTow. 

North. You must all three he somewhat fatjgued hy the 
exercise of so much critical acumen. So do you, Talboys, and 
Seward, unbend the how at another game of Chess; and you, 
Huller, reanimate tho jaded Moral SentimKnta hy a sharp letter 
to Marmaduko, insinuating that if he don't return to tho Tents 
witiin a week, or at least write to say that he and Hal, Voluaene 
and Woodbum, are not going to return at all, but to join the 
Eajah of Sarawak, the Grand Lama, or Prester John — which 
I fear is but too probable from the general tone and tenor of 
their life and eonveraation for some days before their Secession 
from the -Establialied Camp — there will be a general breaking 
of Mothers' hearts, and in his own partioular case, a cutting 
off with a shilling, or disinheriting of the heir apparent of one 
of the finest Estates in Cornwall. But I forget—these Entails 
will be the ruin of England. What! Billy, is that you? 

BiU]/. Measter, here's a Fish and a Ferocious. 

Talboys. Ha ! what Whappers ! 

Buller. More like Fish before the Flood than after it. 

Seward. After it, indeed! During it. What is Billy 
saying, Mr. North? That Ooomerlan' dialect's Hottentot to 
my Devonshire ears, 

North. They have been spoiled by the Doric dclioaeies .of 
tho " Esmoor Oourship." Ho tells me that Archy M'Callum, 
the Cornwall Clipper, and himself, each in a cow-hide, having 
ventured down to the River Month to look after and bale 
G-utta Percha, foregathered with an involuntary invasion of 
divers gigantic Fishes, who had made bad their landing on our 
shores, and that after a desperate resistance tboy succeeded in 
securing the Two Leaders — a Salmo Salar and a Salmo Ferox 
— see on snout and shoulder tokens of the Oar. Thirty — and 
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Twenty Poanclera — Billy says; I sLouId have thouglit they 
were rcspoctivelj a third moro. No meaa Windfall. They 
will tell on the Spread. I retire to raj Sanctum for my 
Siesta. 

Talbpys. Let me invest you, my dear Sir, with my Feathers. 

BulleT. Do — do talte my Tao^aulio. 

Reward. Billy, yom' Cow-hide. 

North. I need none of 'your gimcraeks — for I seek the 
Sanctum hy a subterranean — beg your pardon — a Subter- 
Awning Passage. 



North — ^Buli.er — Seward— Talboys. 

NorHi. How htde time or dispoaition for anything like 
serious Thinking, or Evading, out of people's own | 
or. trade, in this Railway World I The busy-bodJea of t] 
rattling times, even in their leisure hours, do not affect an in- 
terest in studies their fathers and their grandfathera, in the 
same rank of life, pursued, even systematically, on many an 
Evening sacred from the distraction that ceased with the day. 

Talboi/s. Not all busy-bodies, my good sir — think of 

JVbrth. I have thought of thcra — and I know their worth — 
their liberality and their enlightenment. In all our cities and 
towns — and villages — and in all orders of the people — there is 
Mind — Intelligence, and Knowledge ; and the more's the shame 
in that too general appetence foi mere amusement in htera- 
ture, perpetually craving for a thango of diet — for something 
new in the light way — while anything of any subbtinee is 
" with sputtering noiii reieeted' as tough to the tPeth, an<l 
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hard of digestion — however sweet and Dutritious; wotilO tbey 
but taste and try, 

Seward. I hope you don't mean to allude to Charles 
Dickens? 

North. Asauredijnot. Charles Dickenais* man of oi-iginal 
and genial genius — his popularity ia a proof of the goodness of 
the heart of the people ; and the love of him and his writings — ■ 
though not so thoughtful as it migiit he — does honor to that 
strength in the English character which is indestructible by 
any influences, and survives in the midst of frivolity, and folly, 
and of mental depravations, worse than both. 

Seward. Don't look so savage, sir. 

North. I am not savage — I am serene. Set the Literature 
of the day aside altogether — and tell me if you think our con- 
versation since dinner would not have been thought ditll by 
many not altogether uneducated persons, who pride themselves 
not a little on their iatellectuality and on their full participation 
in the Spirit of the Age? 

Talboi/s. Our conversation since dinner dull ! ! Ko — no — 
no. Many poor oreatuves, indeed, there are among them — even 
among those of them who work the Press — pigmies with pap 
feeding a Giant who sneezes them away when sick of them into 
small offices in the Customs or Excise; — but not one of our 
privileged brethren of the Guild — with a true ticket to show — 
but would have been delighted with such dialogue — but would 
be delighted with its continuation — and thankful to know that 
he, "a wiser and a better man, will rise to-morrow mom." 

Saward. Do, my dear sir — resume your discoursing about 
those Greeks. 

Noi-th. I was about to say, Seward, that those shrewd and 
just observers, and at the same time delioate thinkers, the an- 
cient Greeks did, as you well know, snatch frera amongst tho 
ordinary processes which nature pursues, in respect of inferior 
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animal life, a singularly beautiful Type or Emblem, espress- 
iyely imaging to Fancy that bursting disclosure of Life from 
the bosom of Death, which is implied lE the extrication of th{ 
soul from its eorporeal prison, when thia astonishing change is 
highly, ardeutl/, and joyfully contemplated. Those old festal 
reli^onista — who carried into the solemnities of their worship 
the buoyant gladaomenesa of their own sprightly and fervid 
secular life, and contrived to invest even the artful splendor and 
passionate human interest of their dramatic representation a 
with the name and diaraeter of a saered ceremony — found for 
that soaring and refulgent escape of a spirit from the dungeon 
and chains of the flesh, into its native celestial day, a fine and 
touching similitude in the liberation of a beautiful Insect, the 
gorgeously-winged aerial Butterfly, from the living tomb in 
which nature has, during a season, cased and urned ita torpid 
and death-like repose. 

Seward. Nor, my dear sir, was this life -conscious penetra- 
tion or intuition of a keen and kindling intelligence into the 
dreadful, the desolate, the oloud-eovered Future, the casual 
thought of adventuring Genjua, transmitted in some happier 
verse only, or in some gracious and visible poesy of a fine 
chisel; but the Symbol and the Thing symbolized were so 
bound together in the understanding of the nation, that in the 
Gfreek language the name borne by the Inseet and the name 
designating the Soul is one and the same — ■*TXH. 

liorlh Insects ! They have come out, by their original 
egg biith, mto an active life. They have crept apd eaten — and 
slept and eaten— creeping and sleeping, and eating — still 
waamg m size, and travelling on from fitted pasture to pasture, 
they have in not many suns roaclied the utmost of the minute 
dimensionii allotted them — the goal of their slow-footed wander- 
mg^, and the term, shall wo say — of their life. 

Siitat 7 No! But of that /)■?( pej-iflrf, through wliicli tliey 
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have made some display of themselves as living agents. They 
have reached (fti's torm. And look at them — now. 

North. Ay — look at tlicm — now. Wonder oo wonder! 
For now a miraculous instinct guides and compels the creature 
-—who has, as it were, completed one life — who has accom- 
plished one stage of his existence — to entomh himself. And 
he accordingly builds or spins Hmself a tomh — or he huries 
himself in his grave. Shall I say, that she herself, his guardian, 
his directress, Great Nature, coffins him ? Enclosed in a firm 
shell — hidden from all eyes — torpid, in a death-like sleep — 
not dead — he waits the appointed hour, which the days and 
nights bring, and which having come — his renovation, his 
resuscitation is come. And now the sepulture no longer holds 
him 1 Mow the prisoner of the tomh has right again to con- 
verse with embahned air and with glittering sunbeams — now, 
the reptile that was — unrecognizably transformed from himself 
— a glad, bright, mounting creature, unfurls on either side the 
translucent or the richly-hned pinions that shall waft him at 
his liking from blo^om, to blossom or lift him iu a rapture of 
aimless joyancy to disport and rock himself on the soft-flowing 
undulating breeze. 

Seward. My dearest sir, the Greek in his darkness, or un- 
certain twilight of belief, has culled and perpetuated his beautiful 
emblem. Will the Christian look unmoved upon the singular 
imaging, which, amidst the manifold strangely-oharact«red 
secretfl of nature, he finds of his own sealed and sure faith ? 

North. No, Seward. The philosophical Theologian claims 
in this likeness more than an apt simile, picasiug to the stirred 
fancy. He sees here an Analogy — and this Analogy ho pro- 
poses as one link in a chain of argumentation, by which he 
would show that Reason might dare to win from Nature, as 
a Hope, the truth which it holda from God as i 
knowledge. 
J7 
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Seward. I pi-eanmo, sir, jou allude to Butler's Analogy, 
I have atndied it, 

Mrih. I 0.0—to the First Chapter of that Great Work. 
This parallelism, or apprehended resemblanco between an event 
continually oeourring and seen in naturo, and one unseen hut 
continually conceived as occurring upon tho uttermost brink 
and edge of nature— this correspondency, which took such fast 
hold of the Imagination of the Greeks, has, as jou know, my 
dear friends, in these latter days been acknowledged by calm 
and profound Eeason, looking around on every side for evidences 
or imitations of the Immortality of the Soul. 

BvUer. Will you be so good, sir, as let me have the volume 
to study of an evening in my own Tent? 

North. Certainly. And for many other evenings — in your 
own Library at home. 

Talhoys. Please, m, to state Butler's argument in your 
own words and way. 

North. For Butler's style is hard and dry. A living being 
undergoes a vicissitude by which on a sudden he passes from a 
state in which he has long continued into a new state, and with 
it into a new scene of existence. The transition is from a 
narrow confinement into an ample liberty — and this change of 
circumstances is accompanied in the subject with a large and 
congruous increment of powers. They believe this who b 
the Immortality of the Soul. But the fact is, that c' 
bearing this description do indeed happen in Nature, under our 
very eyes, at every moment; this method of progress be ng 
universal in her living kingdoms. Such a marvellous chinge 
is literally undergone by innumerable kinds, the human an mal 
included, in the instant in which they pass out from the darl ne s 
and imprisonment of the womb into the light and open 1 berty of 
this breathing world. Krth has been the image of a death, which 
is itself nothing else than a birth from one straightened life into 
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another ampler and freer. The ordering of. Nature, then, is an 
ordering of Progression, wherehy new and enlarged states are 
attaiaed, and, simultaneously therewith, new and enlarged 
powers; and all this is not slowly, gradually, and insensibly, 
but suddenly and per saltam. 

Talbot/s. This analogy, then, air, or whatever there is that 
is in common to hirtk as wo knoin it, and to d<:alli as we coji- 
ceive it, is to be understood as an eyidonce set in the ordsring 
of Nature, and justifying or tending to justify such our oonoep- 
tioEof Death? 

Mrth. Exactly so. And you say well, my good Talboys, 
"justifying or tending to justify." For we are all along fuUy 
sensiHa that a vast difference — a difiereuoe prodigious and 
utterly confounding to the imagination — holds betwist the case 
Jivm which we reason, birlh — or that farther espansion of life 
in some breathing kinds which might he held as a neeond hirUi 
— betwixt these oases, I say, and the case to which we reason. 
Death! 

Talbm/s. Prodigious and utterly confounding to the imagi- 
nation indeed ! For in these pbj^ologioal instances, either the 
same body, or a body changing by such slow and insensible 
degrees that it seems to us to be the same body, accompanies, 
encloses, and contains the same life — from the first moment in 
which that life conies under our observation to that in which it 
vanishes from our cognizance ; whereas, sir, in the case to which 
we apply the Analogy— our own Death— the life is supposed 
to umve m eomplcte separation from the body, in and by its 
union with which we have known it and seen it manifested. 

Null EsceUtntly well put, my friend. I see you have 
studied Butler 

Tilh/i/i I hive— but not for some years. The Analogy 
IS not a Book to be forgotten. 

North. This difference between the case from which we 
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reason, and tLe case to which we reason, there is ao attempt 
whatever at concealing-— quite the contrary — it stands written, 
you know, mj friend, upon the very Front of the Argument. 
This difference itself is the very motive and occasion of the 
Whole Jjgument ! Were there not this difference between the 
oases which furnish the Analogy, and the case to which the 
Analogy is applied — had we certainly known and seen a Life 
continued, although suddenly passing out from the body where 
it had hitherto resided — or were Bealh not the formidable dis- 
ruption which it is of a hitherto subsisting union — the cases 
would be identical, and there would be nothing to reason about 
or to inquire. There is this startling difference — and accord- 
ingly the Analogy described has been proposed by Butler 
merely as a first stop in the Argument. 

Talboys. It remains to be seen, then, whether any further 
considerations caa be proposed which will bring the cases nearer 
together, and dimmish to our minds the difficulty presented by 
the sudden separation. 

North. Just BO, What ground, then, my dear young 
friends — for you seem and are young fo me — what ground, my 
friends, is there for believing that the Death which wo see, can 
affect the living agent which we do not see ? Butler makes 
his approaches cautiously, and his attack manfully — acd this 
is the course of his Argument. I begin with examining my 
present condition of existence, and find myself to be a being 
endowed with certain Powers and Capacities — for I act, I enjoy, 
I suffer. 

Talhoys. Of this much there can be no doubt; for of all 
this an unerring consciousness assures me. Therefore, at the 
outset, I hold this one secure position — that I exist, the pos- 
sessor of certain powers and capacities. 

Nonh. But that I do now before Death esist, endued with 
certain powers and capacities, affords a presumptive or primd 
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fade, probability that I shall after death continue to exist, pos- 
sessing these powoi^ and capacities — 

Buller. IIow is that, sir ? 

North. Yow do well to put that question, my dear Buller 
— a primS, facte probabUitj, unless thero be some positive 
reason to think that death is the " destructioa of Me, the living 
Being, and of these my living Faculties." 

Buller. A presumptive or jmmffi facie probability, sir? 
Why does Butler say so? 

North. " Because there is in every case a probability that 
all things will continue as we experience they are, in aU respects, 
except those in which wo have some reason to thint they will 
be altered." 

Buller. You will pardon me, sii-, I am sure, for having 
asked the question. 

North. It was not only a proper question, but a necessary 
one. Buflcr wisely says — " This is that kind of Presumption 
or Probability from Analogy, expressed in the very word CoN- 
'I'lNUANCE, which seems our only natural reason for believing 
the course of the world will crntinue to mon iw, is it has done 
so far as our expLiience or knowledge ot history can cany us 
back." I ^ve jou heie, the Bishops vtry woido — ^nd I 
believe that in them is ^fBrmed a truth that no skeitmsm can 
shake. 

Talloi/s. If I mistake not, sir, the Bishop here fianLly 
admits, that weie we not fortiflei agamst •i natuiil impret^on, 
with some better iii'*truction than unreflecting Nitme s, the 
sponlaneous disposition of our Mini would undoubtedly be an 
expectation that m this great catastrophe of our moitil estate, 
We Ourselves must pensh, but he contends — doLS he not, 
sir? — that it would bo a blind ftir, and with ut lational 

North. Yes — thit itis-mimiietoioncf the lUu ijyfi(,ulty, 
]7^- 
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Imagination, and not an mferance of Keason There would 
arise, he says, " a general confused susption, that in the great 
stook and alteration which we shall imder^i bj death, We, i e 
our living Powers, might be wholly destroyed, — hut he add? 
solemnly, "there is no parfnular distinct gionnd or nafin 
for this apprehension, so fat as I can find 

Talhoj/s. Saoh "general ciniused su«piuon, then, h not 
justified f 

North. Butler holds that any justifying ground of the ap 
prchonsion that, in the shodi of death, I, the livrng Being, 
or, which is the same thing, These my powers of acting, m 
joying, and suffering, shall be estmgmshed and cease, mnat be 
found either in " the rca^cn of the Thm^-, ' itself, oi m " the 
Analogy of Nature." To say that a legitimate ground of attri- 
buting to the aenable mortal change a power of extinguishing 
the inward life is to be found in tJie Eeason of the Thing, is as 
much as to say, tJiat when considering the essential nature of 
this great and tremendous, or at least dreaded change. Death, 
and upon also considering -what these powers of acting, of en- 
joying, of suffering, truly are, and in what manner, absolutely, 
they subsist in us — there does appear to lie therein demonstra- 
tion, or evidence, or likelihood, that the change. Death, will 
swallow up such living Powers — and that We shall no longer he. 

Talboys. In short, sir, that from considering what Death 
is, and wpore what these Powers and their exercise depend, there 
is reason to think, that the Powers or their exercise will or must 
cease with Death, 

Nortli. The very point. And the Bishop's answer is bold, 
short, and decisive. We cannot ^o»» considering what Death 
is, draw this or any other conclusion, /)j- ive do not know what 
Death is! We know only certain effects of Death — the 
stopping of certain sensible actions — the dissolution of certain 
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sensible parts. We can draw no conclusion, for we do not 
possess the premises. 

Sswm-d. l?TOni jour Exposition, sir, I feel that the meaning 
of the First Chapter of the Analogy is dawning into clearer and 
clearer light. 

North. Inconsiderately, my dear sir, wo seem indeed to our- 
selves to know what Death is; but this is from confounding the 
Thing and its Effects. Uor we Bee effects : at first the stoppage of 
certain sensible actions— afterwards, tlie dissolution of certain 
sensible parts. But what it is that has happened— u-fi^e/oj-e 
the blood no longer flows— the limbs no longer move— !fta( we 
do not see. We do not see it with our eyes— we do not discern 
it by any inference of our understanding. It is a fact that 
seems to lie shrouded forever firom our faculties ia awful and 
impenetrable mystery. That fact— the produce of an insUnt 
—which has happened within, and in Oie rfar/c- that fact come 
to pass in an indivisible point of time— that stem fact— ere the 
happening of which the Man W£^ alive— an inhabitant of this 

breathing world— united to ourselves our Father, Brother, 

Fi-iend- at least our Fellow Creature— by the happening, Ae 

jg gojie ia forever irrecoverably sundered from this world, and 

from us its inhabitants— 18 Dead— and that wtioh lies out- 
stretched before our saddened eyes is only his mortal remains— 
a breathless corpse — an inanimate, insensible clod of clay : — 
Upon that interior mddm fact— si!C?(?e», at last, how slowly 
and gradually soever prepared— since the utmost attenuation 
of a thread is a thing totally distinct from its ending, &om its 
becoming no thread at all, and since, up to that moment, thfire 
was a possibility that some esfiaordinary, perhaps phydoal ap- 
plication might for an hour or a few minutes have rallied life, 

or might have reawakened consciousness, and eye, and voice 

upon that eluMve Essence and adfof Death no curious searching 
of ours has laid, or, it may be well assumed, will ever lay 
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hold. Wlieu the organs of sense no longer ministei' to Percep- 
tion, or the organs of motion to any chaago of posture — when 
the blood stopped in its £ow thickens and grows cold — and the 
fair and stately form, the glory of tho Almighty's Hand, the 
burning shrino of a Spirit that lately rejoiced in feeling, in 
thought, and in power, li&s like a garment done with and thrown 
away — "a kneaded clod" — ready to lose feature and substance 
— and to yield back its atoms to the dominion of tho blind 

elements from which they were gathered and compacted 

What is Dsaik? And what grounds have we for infemng 
that an event manifested to us as a phenomenon of the Body, 
which alone we touch, and hear, and see, has or has not i-eached 
into the Mind, which is for us Now just as it always was, a 
Thing utterly removed and exempt from the ooguizsnco and 
apprehension of our bodily senses ? The Mind, or Spirit, the 
imkuown Substance, in which Feeling, and Thought, and Will, 
and the Spring of Lifo were — was united to this corporeal 
frame; and, being united to it, animated it, poured through it 
sensibility and motion, glowing and creative life— crimsoned 
the lips and cheeks — flashed in tho eye — and murmured music 
from the tongue; note, the two— Body and Soul— are disunited 
— and we behold one-half the consequence — tho Thing of dnst 
relapses to the dust : — we dare to divine the other half of the 
conseciuenoe — the quietening Spark, the sentient Intelligence, 
tho Being gifted with Life, the Image of the Maker, in Man, 
has reascended, has returned thither whence it came, into the 
Hand of God. 

Seward. If, sir, we were without light from tho revealed 
Word of God, if we were left, by the help of reason, standing 
upon the brink of Time, dimly guessing, and inquiringly ex- 
pLoi-ing, to find for ourselves the grounds of Hope and Fear, 
would your description, my dear Master, of that which has hap- 
pened, seem to our Natural Faculties impossible? Surely not. 
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jVoj'fft. Mj dear Rewud, we Iia¥e the means of rendering 
some answer to thit question The nations of the world have 
lieen, more or less, in the condition supposed. Self-left, thoy 
have home the burden of the dicad secret, which for them only 
the grave could resolve; but thoy never were able to sit at rest 
in the darkness. Importunate and insupprossible desire, in 
their bosoms, knocked at the gate of the invisible world, and 
seemed to hear an answer from beyond. The belief in a long 
life of ages to follow this fleet dream — imaginary revelations 
of regions bright or dark — the mansions of bliss or of sorrow — 
an existence to come, and often of retribution to come — has 
been the religion of Mankind — here in the rudest elementary 
shape — here in elaborated systems. 

Seward. Ay, sir; motliinks the Hell of Virgil — and his 
Elysian Fields are examples of a high, solemn, and beaufifnl 
poetry. But they have a much deeper interest for a man 
studious, in earnest, of his fellow-men. Since they really ex- 
press tho notions under which men have with serious belief 
sha^Jowed out for themselves the worlds to which the grave is 
a portal. The true moral spirit that breathes in his enumera- 
tion of tlic Crimes that are punished, of the Virtues that have 
earned and found their reward, and some scattered awfui warn- 
ing — lie impressive oven to us Chrisli'ins 

\ th T Swadthya Hakntothe attestation 
f (h 1 d an 1 th b b u Tin saUy there is a cry 

t m th human h a t b h n t w e, of the TIcknoWn 

Iw whh gn nthOd and n the Mutations of 
Th "n th p 1 n t n t th an h ng breath — the reno- 
t n n undi d ph f th to brief existence — an 

app 1 f m tl ty nny f the tomb — a p ayer against annihi- 
1 t n Only tth ti fC ilztns netimes a cold and 
b phil phy d t, n t f m n t re, and bastard to 

1 bm t 1 t 11 n w t the horinon of tbia 
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Earth — has shut out and refused all iilterior, happy, or drearj 
anticipation, 

Seward. Tou may now, assured of our profound attenlion 
— return to Butler — if indeed you have left him 

North. I have and I have not. A few minutes ago I wae 
expounding — in my own words — and for the reasoa assigned, 
will continue to do so— his argument. If, not knowiag what 
death is, we are not entitled to argue, from the nature of doath, 
that this change must put an end to Ourselves, and those essen- 
tial powers in our mind which we are eonsoious of exerting — 
just as little can we arguo from the nature of these powers, and 
from their manner of subsisting in us, that they are liable to 
be aifectod and impaired, or destroyed by death. For what do 
we know of these powers, and of the conditions on which we 
hold them, and of the mind in which they dwell? Just as 
much as we do of the great change, Death itself— that is to 
say — Nothing. 

Tolboya. We inow the powers of our mind solely hy their 
maaifesfatJons. 

Norlh. But people in general do not think so — and many- 
metaphysicians have written as if they had forgot that it is 
only from the manifestation that we give name to the Power. 
We know the fact of Seeing, Hearing, Eememberjng, Reasoning 
— the feeling of Beauty — the actual pleasure of Moral Appro- 
bation, the pain of Moral Disapprobation — the state — pleasure 
or pain of loving— the state— pleasure or pain of hating— the 
fire of angor — the frost of fear — the curiosity to know — the 
thirst for distinction — the exultation of conscious Power — all 
these, and a thousand more, we know abundantly : our conscious 
Life is nothing else but snob knowledge endlessly diversified. 
But the Powers themselves, whieh are thus exerted — what 
iltay ai-e — low they subsist in us ready for exertion — of this 
we know— NoTHiNO. 
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Talhoj/s. We know sometliing of the Conditions upon wHoh 
th.e exercise of these Powers depends — or bj whict it is in- 
fluenced. Tiius we know, that for seeing, we must possess that 
wondrous piece of living meclianism, the eje, in its healthy 
condition. We know further, that a delicate and complicated 
system of nerves, which convey the "ciaiial impressions from the 
eye itself to the seeing power, must be healthy and unobstructed. 
We know that a sound and healthy state of the brain is neces- 
aary to these manifestations — that accidents befalling tho Bruin 
totally disorder the manifestations of these powers — turning the 
clear, self-possossod mind into a wild anarchy — a Chaos — that 
other accidents befalling the same organ suspend all manifesta- 
tions. We know that sleep stops the use of many powers — and 
that deep sleep — it least is f r as any 'nt'n tions that reach our 
wall n tatg — tpthn 11 "R knw that a nerve tied 
ut f 1 th n f n — t p th n tory volition which 

ally t lint "R k w h w bodily lassitude — 
b w b t n n — h w x — ff t th bility of the mind 

xttp Iiihtthmt untutored experience 

rt every one amongst us aU shows bodily conditions, upon which 
;he activity of the faculties which are seated in the mind, de- 
;)ends. And within the mind itself wo know how ono mani- 
festation aids or oounteraets another — ^how Hope inTJgorates 
—how Fear disables— how Intrepidity keeps the undorstandiiig 

North. Ton are well iUnatrating Butler, Talboys. Thenagdii 
wo know that /or (Sewz^, we must have that wonderful piece of 
living mechanism perfectly constructed and in good order — that 
a certain delicate and complicated ystem f ne ea extending 
from the eye inwards, is appointed t t an n t the immediate 
impressions of light from this ext gan of s ght to the 

percipient Mind — that these nerve all ttcd o th function of 
seeing, must be free from any accid ntal p ssu knowledge 
admirable, cuiious, useful; but wh n all In 11 investi- 
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gated, that our eyos, and fingers, and instruments, and tlioughts, 
can react — What) beyond all this marvenous Apparatus of 
seeing, is That which sees — what the percipient Mind is — that 
is s. mystery into which no created Being ever had a glimpse. 
Or what is that immediate connection between the Mind itself, 
and those delicate corporeal adjustments — ^whereby certain 
tremblings, or other momentary changes of state in a set of 
nerves, upon the sudden, turn into Colors — into Sight — into 
THE Vision of a TJnivjerbb. 

Setoaid. Doea Butler say all that, sir? 

Jfurth. In his own dry way perhaps he may. These, my 
friends, are Wonders into which Keason looks, astonished; or, 
more properly speaking, into which she looks not, nor, self- 
knowing, attempts to look. But, reverent and afraid, she re- 
peats that attitude which the Great Poet has ascribed to 
"brightest cherubim" before the footstool of the Omnipotent 
Throne, who 

"Approach not, but with both wings veil their syea." 

Talhoys. For indeed at the next step beyond lies only the 
mystery of Omnipotence — that mystery which connects the 
world, open and known to us, to the world withheld and un- 
known. 

North. The same with regard to Pleasure and Pain. What 
enjoys Pleasure or suffers Pain?— all that is, to our clearest, 
sharpest-sighted science, nothing else but darkness — but black 
unfathomable night. Therefore, since we know not what Death 
itself is — and since we know not what this Living Mind is, nor 
what any of its powers and capacities are — what conclusion, 
taken in the nature of these unknown subjects, can we possibly 
be warranted in drawing as to the influence which this unknown 
change. Death, will exert upon this unknown Being — Mind — 
and upon its unlinown faculties and sensibilities? — None, 
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Seward. Shall unknown Death destroy this unknown Mind 
and its unknown capacifiea? It is just as litely, for anything 
that Reason can see, that it wil! set them fi-ee U) a larger and 
more powerful existence. And if we have any reason upon 
othor grounds to expect this — then by so much the more 

North. We know that tJiis Eye and ifa apparatus of nerves 
no longer shall serve for seei'nj — we know that those musoles 
and their nerves shall no longer serve for tiwvinrj — we know 
that this marvellous Eraia itflelf no longer shall serve, as we 
are led to helieve that it now serves, for ildnhing — wo know 
that this hounding heart never again shall throb and quicken, 
with all its leaping pulses, witt joy — that pain of this body 
shall never again tire the mind, and that pain of this inind 
shall never again tire this body, once pillowed and covered up 
in its bed of imperturbable slumber. And there ends our know- 
ledge. But that this Mind, whioh, united to these muscles 
and their nerves, sent out vigorous and swift motions through 
them — which, united to this Brain, compelled this Brain to 
serve it as the minister of its thinkings upon this Earth and 
in this mode of its Being — whioh, united to this Frame, in it, 
and through it, and from it, felt for Happiness and for Miseiy 
— that this Mind, once dismiited from all these, its instruments 
and servants, shall fJierefore perish, or shall therefore forego 
the endowment of its powers, which it manifested by these its 
instruments — of that we have no warranty — of that there is no 
probability. 

Talboi/s. Much rather, sir, might a probability lie quite the 
other way. For if the structure of this corporeal frame places 
at the service of flie Mind some five or six senses, enabling it, 
by so many avenues, to communicate with Hiis external world, 
this very structure shuts up the Mind in those few senses, ties 
it down ta ihe capacities of exactness and sensibility for which 
18 



Hosted by Google 



20G CHRISTOPnER UNDER CANYASW. 

^my ai'e framed. But we have no i-eason at all to think that 
these few modes of sensibility, which we call our external senses, 
are ^l the modes of sensibility of which our spirits are capable. 
Much rather we must beiieye that, if it pleased, or shall ever 
please, the Creator to open in this Mind, in a new world, new 
modes of sensation, the susceptibility for these modes is already 
there for another set of senses. Now we are confined to an 
eye that sees distinctly at a few paces of distance. We have 
BO reason for thinking that, united with a finer organ of sight, 
we should not see far more esqnisitelj ; and thus, sir, our notices 
of the dependence in whioli the Mind now subsists upon the 
body do of themselves lead us to infer its own self-sul)sistency. 
North. What we ai-e called upon to do, mj friends, is to 
set Keason agwnst Imagination and against Habit. We have 
to lift ourselves up above the limited sphere of sensible expe- 
rience. We have to believe tliat something roore is than that 
which we see — than that which we know. 

TaSioys. Tet, sir, even the facts of Mind, revealed to na 
living in these bodies, are enough to show us that more is than 
these bodies — since we feel that We are, and that it is im- 
possible for us to regard these bodies otherwise than as pos- 
sessions of mirs — utterly impossible to regard them as Our- 
selves. 

North. We distinguish between the acts of Mind, inwardly 
exei-ted — the acts, for instance, of EoMon, of Memory, and of 
Affection — and acts of the Mind communicating through the 
senses with the external world. But Butlor seems to me to go 
too far when he says, " I confess that in sensation th m nd 
uses the body; but in reflection I have no reason to th nk tl t 
the mind uses the body." But, my dear friends, I, Ch topher 
North, think, on the contrary, that the Mind oses th B -a n for 
a thinliing instrument; and that much thought fttgues the 
Brain, smd causes an oppressive flow of the blood to the B n 
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and otlicvwiae diaordcrs that organ. And altogothcr I should 
bo exceedingly sorry to rest the Immortality of the Soul upon 
so doubtful an assumption as that the Brain is not, in any 
respect or sort, the Mind's Organ of Thinking. I see ao need 
for HO timid a, sheltering of the argnmcnt. On the contrary, 
the simple doctrine, to my thought, is this — Tlie Mind, a: 
tnow it, is implicated and mixed op with the Body — th 
— in all its ordinary actions. This corporeal frame is a system 
of organs, or Instruments, which the Mind employs in a thou- 
sand ways. They are its inUrunheiiis — all of them are — and 
iioae of them is itself. What does it matter to me that there 
is one more organ — the Brain — for one more fnnction — thiak- 
iiig? Unless the Mind were in itself a seeing thing — that is, a 
thing ahlo to see — it could not use the Eye for seeing; and 
unless the Mind were a thinting thing, it could not use the 
Brain for thinking. The most intimate implication of itself 
with its instruments in the functions which constitute our eon- 
seiousaess, proves nothing in the world to me, against its essen- 
tial distinctnffls from them, and agdnst the possibility of its 
living and acting in separation from them, and when they are 
dissolved. So far from it, when I see that the body chills witli 
foar, and glows with love, I am ready to call fear a cold, and 
love a warm passion, and to aay that the Mind uses its bodily 
frame in fearmg and in loving. All those things have to do 
with manifestations of my mind to itself, Now, whilst impli- 
cated in this body. Lot me lift myself above imagination — or 
lot my imagination soar and carry my reason on its wings — I 
leave the hodyto moulder, and I go sentient, volent, intelligent, 
whithersoever Zam called. 

Tdlhoys. It seems a timidity unworthy of Butler to make 
the distinction. Such a distinction might bo used to invalidate 
his whole doctrine. 

North. Itmight— if granted— and legitimately. But tJic 
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course is plain, and the tenor steadfast. As a child, you think 
that your finger is a part of yourself, and that you feel with it. 
Afterwards, you find that it can he out off without diminuUng 
you: and physiologists tell you, and you holiove, that it does 
not feel, but sends up antecedents of feeling to the briun. Am 
I to stop anywhere ? Not in the body. As my finger is no 
part of Me, no more is my liver, or my stomach, or my heart — 
or my hrain. When I have overworked myself, I feel a lassi- 
tude, distinctly local, in my brain — in&ide of my head — and 
therewithal aa indolence, inertness, inability of thinking. If 
reflection — as Butler more than insinuates — hesitatingly says- 
is independent of my hrain and body, whence the lassitude ? 
And how did James Watt get unconquerable headaches with 
meditating Steam-en^es? 

Tcdhoys. It is childisli, sir, to stagger at degrees, when we 
have admitted tie kind. The Bishop's whole argument is to 
show, that the thing in us which feels, wills, thinks, is distinct 
from our body; that I am one thing, and my body another. 

N<yrth. Havb we Souls? If we have — they can live 
after the body-— cannot perish with it; if we havo not — wo 
betide us all ! 

Seward. Will you, sir, bo pleased to sum up the Argument 
of the First Chapter of the Analogy? 

North. No. Do you. You have heai'd it — and you un- 
derstand it. 

Seward. I cannot venture on it. 

North. Do you, my excellent Talboys— for you know the 
Book as well as I do myself. 

Talboys. That the Order of Nature shows us gi'eat and 
wonderful changes, which the living being undergoes — and 
arising from beginnings inconceivably low, to higher and higher 
conditions of consciousness and action; — That hence an exal- 
tation of our Powers by the change Death, would be congruous 
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to the progi-ess— which we have witnessed in other ereatuves, 
and have experienced in ourselves; — ^That the fact, that before 
Death we possess Powers of acting, and suffering, and enjoying, 
affords a primd fade probability that, after death, we shall 
continue to possess them; because it is a constant presuniption 
in Nature, and one upon which we constantly reason and rely, 
spceulatively and praotioally, that all things will continue as 
they are, unless a cause appear sufficient for changing tiem;— 
But that iH Death nothing appears which should suffice f« 
destroy the Powers of Action, Enjoyment, and Suffering, in a 
Living Being;— For that in all we know of Death we know tho 
destraotion of parts inslrumental to the usesof a.Living Being; 
— But that of any destruction reaching, or that we have reason 
to suppose to reach the Living Being, we tnow nothing; — 
That the Unity of Consciousness persuades ns that_ the Being 
in whioh Consciousness essentially resides is one and indivi- 
sible — ^by any accident, Death incIiKive, iadiscei-ptiblo; — That 
the progress of diseases, growing till they kill tho mortal body, 
hut leaving the Faculties of the Soul iti full force to the last 
gasp of living breath, is a pai'licular argument, establishing 
this independence of the living Being — the Spirit — which is 
the Man himseif — upon the necidents which may befall the 
perishable Frame. 

Nm-ih. Having seen, then, a Natural Probability that the 
principle within us, which is the seat and source of Thought 
and Feeling, and of such Life as can he imparted to the Body, 
will subsist undestroyed by the changes of the Body — and hav- 
ing recognized the undoubted Power of the Creator — if it pleases 
Him — indefinitely to prolong the life which He has given — 
how would you and I, my dear Friends, proceed — from the 
ground tlius gained — and on which — with Butler — we takeom- 
stand — to speak farther of reasons fov believing in the Immor- 
tiilily of [he JL-oul ? 

18* 
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Seward. I feel, sir, that I Lave already taken more than 
my own part in this couTersation. We ehonld have to' inquire, 
eir, whether in His tnown attributes, and in the known modes 
of His government, we could ascertain any causes raaiing it 
probahle that He will thus prolong our esisteuce — and we find 
many such grounds of confidence. 

North. Go on, my dear Seward. 

Seward. If you please, sir, be yours the closing words — 
for the Night. 

Norili. The implanted longing in every human bosom for 
such permanent existence — the fixed anticipatioa of it — and 
the recoil from annihilation — seem to «s intimation vouchsafed 
hythe Creator of His designs towai-ds us; — the horror with 
which Remorse awalcened by sin looks beyond the Grave, par- 
takes of the, same prophetical inspiration. We see how pre- 
cisely the lower animals are fitted to the places which they hold 
upon the earth, with instincts fiat esactly supply their needs, 
with no powers fiat are not here satisfied — while we, as if out 
of place, only through much difficult experience can. adapt our- 
selves to the physical circumstances into which we are intro- 
duced — and thus, in ono respect, furnished below our condition, 
are, on the other hand, by the aapii'ations of our higher facul- 
ties, raised infinitely above it — as if intimating that whilst those 
creatures here fulfil the purpose of their creation, Tm-e we do 
not — and, therefore, look onward; — That whilst our other 
Powers, of which the use is over, decline in the course of nature 
as Death approaches, our Moral and Intellectual Faculties often 
go on advancing to the last, as if showing that they were drawing 
nigh to their proper sphere of action ; — That whilst the Laws 
regulating the Course of Human Aflairs visibly proceed from a 
Buler who favors Virtue, and who frowns upon Vice, yet that 
ajnst retribution docs not seem uniformly carried out in the good 
success of woll-docra, and the ill success of evil-doers — so that 
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we are led on ty the constitution of our souls to look forward 
to a world in whicli that wliicli hore looks liko Moral Disorder, 
migtt he reduced into Order, and tte Justice of the Ruler and 
the consistency of his Laws Tindioate^; — That in studying the 
arrangements of this world, we see that in many cases dispo- 
sitions of Human affairs, which, upon their first aspect, ap- 
peared to ns e-vil, heing more clearly examined and better known, 
residted in good — and thence draw a hope tbat the stroke which 
daunts our imagination, as though it were the worst of ctiIs, 
will prove, when known, a dispensation of bounty — " Death 
the Gate of Life," opening into a world in whicli His beneficent 
hand, if not nearer to us than here, will he more steadily visible 
— no clouds interposing between tho eyes of our soul and their 
Sim;— That tie perplexity which oppresses our Understanding 
from the sight of this world, in which the Good and Evil seem 
intermixed and crossing each other, almost vanishes, when we 
lift up our thoughts to contemplate this mutable scene as a 
place of Probation and of Discipline, where sorrows and Suffer- 
ings are given to school us to Virtue — as the Arena where 
Virtue strives in the laborious and perilous contest, of which it 
shall hereafter receive the well-won and glorious crown; — That 
we draw confidence in the same concludons, from observing how 
closely allied and agreeing to each other are the Two Great 
Truths of Natural Eeligioa, the Belief in God and the Belief 
in our own Immortality; so that, when we have received the 
idea of God, as the Great Governor of the Universe, the belief 
in our own prolonged existence appears to ns as a necessary 
pai-t of that Government; or if, upon the physical arguments, 
we have admitted the independent conviction of our Immor- 
tality, this doctrine appears to us barren and comfortless, until 
we understand that this contjnuance of out Being is to bring 
ua into the more untroubled fruition of that Light, which here 
shines upon us, often tlirough mist and cloud; — That in all 
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these tigh doctrines we ate instraoted to rest more securely, as 
we find the gmwing hannoBy of one solemn conviction with 
another — as we find that all our hotter and nobler Faculties co- 
operate with one another — and the'io predominating principles 
carry na to these coiiTictioiia — -so that oiir Understanding then 
first hegins to possess itself in strength and light when the 
heart has accepted the Moral Law; — But that our Under- 
standing is only fully at ease, and our Moral Nature itaelf, with 
all its affections, only fully supported and expanded, when both 
together liaye borne us on to the knowledge of Him who is the 
sole Source of Law — the highest Object of Thought — the 
Favorer of Virtue — towards whom Love may eternally grow, 
and still be infinitely less than His due — fill we have reached 
this knowledge, and with it the steadfast hope that the last act 
of this Life joins us to Him — does not for ever shut us up in the 
night of Oblivion; — 'And we have strengthened ourselves in 
inferences forced upon us by remembering how humankind has 
consented in these Beliefs, as if they were a part of our Nature 
— and by remembering further, how, by the force of theao 
Beliefs, human Societies have subsisted and been held together 
— how Laws have been sanctioned, and how Virtues, Wisdom, 
and all the good and great works of the Human Spirit, have, 
under these influences, been produced; — Surely great is the 
POWEK of all these concurrent considerations brought from 
every part of our Nature — from the Material and the Imma- 
terial — from the Intellectual and Moral — from the Individual 
and the Social — from that which respects our existence on this 
side of the grave, and that which respects our existence beyond 
it — from that which looks down npoa the Earth, and that 
which loots up towards Heaven. 
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Camp at Cladich. Soeme — The 1 
Time — After hreak/ast 
North — Talboys — Sewakd — Bulm;e. 

Nm-ih. I begin to be doubtful of this day. On your visits 
to us, Talboys, you have been most unfortimate ia weather. 
This ia more like August than June. 

Talboys. The very word, my dear air. It ia indeed most 
august weather. 

North. Five weeks ta-day since we pitched our camp — and 
we have had the Beautiful of the Tear in all its varieties; but 
the spiteful Season seems to owe you acme old grudge, Talboys 
— and to make it a point still to asstul your ariival with 
" thunder, lightning, and with rain." 

Tolboys. " I tax not you, ye Elements ! with unkindnesa." 
I feci aaaured they mean nothing personal to me— and though 
this sort of work may not ho very favorable to Angling, 'tis, 
quite a day for tidying our Taekle— and making up our Books. 
But don't you think, sir, that the Tent would look nothing 
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fcho worse with some artificial light in the ohseuratioa of tie 
natural? 

North. Put on the gas. Pretty invention, the Gutta Perelia 
tube, isn't it? The Electric Telegraph is nothing to it. Tent 
illuminated in a moment, at a pig's whisper. 

TaHo^s. Were I to wish, sir, for anything to happen now 
to the weather at all, it would he just ever so little toning down 
of that one constituent of the orchestral harmony of the Storm 
which men call — howling. The thunder is perfect — but that 
one Wind Instrument is slightly out of tune — he is most anxious 
to do his beat — his motive is unimpeachable; but he has no 
idea how much more impressive — how much more popular — 
would be a somewhat subdued style. There again — that's posi- 
tive discord — does he mean to disconcert the Concert — or docs 
Eio forget that he is not a Solo? 

Bidhyr. That must be a deluge of — hail. 

TalhoT/s. So much the better. Hitherto wc have had hat 
rain. " Mysterious horrors ! Hail!" 

'"TwaE a roiigli nialif. 
My young remeinliranee cannot patalle! 
A fellow to it." 

North. Suppose we resume yesterday's conversation? 

Talhoys. By all manner of means. Let's sit close— and 
speak lowd — else all will be dumb show. The whole world's 
one waterfall. 

NorlJi. Take up Knight on Taste. Look at the dog-ear. 

Talho7/s. " The most perfect instance of this hind is the 
Tragedy of Macbeth, in which the character of an ungrateful 
traitor, murderer, usurper, and tyrant, ia made in the highest 
degree interesting by the sublime flashes of generosity, magna- 
nimity, courage, and tenderness, which continually burst forth 
in the manly hat ineffective struggle of every esaltcd quality 
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that can dignify and adorn the human mind, first against the 
alhirements of ambition, and afterwards agaiast tiie pangs of 
remorse and horrors of despair, Though his wife has been the 
cause of all his crimes and sufferings, neither the agony of his 
distress, Dor the fnvy of his rage, e^er draw from him an angry 
word, or upbraiding expression towards her; but even when, at 
her instigation, he is about to add the murder of his friend and 
late colleague to that of his sovereign, Mnsman, and benefactor, 
he is chiefly ausioua that she should not share the guilt of his 
blood: — 'Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest chuck I till 
thou applaud the deed.' How moeh more real grandeur and 
exaltation of character is displayed in one such simple expression 
from the heart, than in all the labored pomp of rhetorical am- 
plification." 

North. What think you of that, Talboys? 

Talboys. Why, like much of the cant of criticism, it sounds 
at once queer and common-place. I seem to have heard it 
before many thousand times, and yet never to have heard it at 
all till this moment 

North. Seward ' 

Seward. Full of audacious assertions, that caa bo forgiven 
but in the belief that Payne Knight had never read the tragedy, 
even with the most oidinary attention. 

North. Buller? 

Bailer. Cursed nonsense. Beg pai'don, sir — ank cursed- 
mere nonsense — out and out nonsense — nonsense by itself 
nonsense. 

Nortli. How so? 

Bvlhr. A' foolish libel on Shakspeare. Was he the man to 
make the character of an ungrateful traitor, mui-derer, usurper, 
and tyrant, interesting by sublime flashes of generosity, magna- 
nimity, courage, and tenderness, and — do I repeat the words 
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correctly ? — of every exalUd quality that can dignify and adorn 
the humas mind F 

North. Buller — keep up that face — you are positively 
beautiful — 

Bxdler. No quizzing — I am ugly — but I have a good figure 
— look at that leg, air ! 

Nin-tJt. I prefer the other. 

Talboj/s. There have been Poets among u.^ who fain would 
— if they could — have so violated nature; but their fabricationa 
have been felt to be falsehoods — and no quackery may resus- 
citate drowned lies. 

Mi-lh. Shakspearo nowhere insists on. the virtues of Mac- 
beth — he leaves' their measure indeterminate. That the villain 
may have had some good points we are all willing to believe — 
few people are without them; — nor have I any quarrel with 
those who believe he had high qualities, and is corrupted by 
ambition. But what high qualities had he shown before 
Shakspeare sets him personally before us to judge for ourselves F 
Valor— courage — intrepidity — call it what you will — Martial 
Virtue. 

" For brave Macbeth, (well he deserves that name,) 
Disdaining fotlune, wiih his brandished slee), 
Which smolied with bloody execution 
Like valor's minioa, 

Carved oat his paBsaga (ill he faced the slave; 
And ne'er shook hands, nor bade farawell to him, 
Till lie ijnBeam'd hiin from the nave lo Iheoliaps, 
And fixed his head upon our battlements." 

The "bleeding Serjeant" pursues his panegyric till he grows 
faint — and 11 led off speechless; others take it up — and we are 
thus — and m other ways — ^prepared to look on Macbeth as a 
paragon of bravery, loyalty, and patriotism. 
Tallnj/', 85 had seemed Cawdor. 
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Norili. GooJ. Shalispeare sets Macbeth, feefore us under 
tlie most imposing circumstances of a warlike age; but of tis 
inner character as yet he has told ua nothing — we axe to find 
tha,t out for ourselves during the Drama. If there be sublime 
flashes of generosity, magnanimity, and every exalted virtue, 
wo have eyes to see, unless indeed blinded by the lightning — ■ 
and if the sublime flashes be frequent, and the, straggle of every 
exalted quality that can adorn the human mind, though inef- 
feotua!, yet strong — why, then, we must not only pity and for- 
give, but admire and love the " traitor, murderer, usurper, and 
tyrant," with all the poetical attd philosophical fervor of that 
amiable enthusiast, Mr. Payne Knight. 

BvMer. Somehow or other I cannot help having an affec- 
tion for Macbeth. 

North. Tou had better leave the Tent, sir. 
Bfdler. No. I won't. 

Noi-ih. Give ua then, my dear Buller, your Theory of the 
Thane's character. 

Buller: " Theory, God bless you, I have none to give, sir." 
Warlike valor, as you said, w marked first and last — at the 
opening, and at the end. Surely a good and gi-eat quality, at 
least for poetical purposes. High general reputation won and 
held. The opinion of the wounded soldier was that of the 
whole army J and when he himself says, "I have bought golden 
opinions from all sorts of people, which would be worn now In 
their newest gloss, not thrown aside so soon," I accept that he 
then truly describes his position in men's minds. 

J!^orih. All true. But we soon giun, too, this insight into 
his constitution, that the pillar upon which he has built up life 
is EeputatJon, and not Kespect of Law — not Solf-Kespect; that 
the point which Shakspeare above all others intends in him, is 
that his is a spirit not self-stayed — leaning upon outward stays 
— and therefore — 
10 
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Bullar. Liatle to all — 

North. Don't take tie words out of mj mouti, sir; or 
rather, don't put them into my mouth, sir. 

Butter. Touchj to-daj. 

North. The strongest cspression of this charootor ia his 
throwing himself upon the illicit divinings of futurity, upon 
counsellors known for infernal; and yon see what subjugating 
sway the Three Spirits tahe at once over him. On the con- 
trary, the Thaness is self-stayed; and (his difference grounds 
the poetical opposition of the two personages. In Macbeth, I 
suppose a certain splendor of character — magnificence of action 
high — a certain impure generosity — mixed up of some kindli- 
ness and sympathy, and of the pleasure from self-elation and 
seK-espansion in a victorious career, and of that ambition which 
feeds on public esteem. 

BuJler. Ay — just so, sir. 

North. Now mark, Buller — this is a character which, if the 
path of duty and the path of personal ambition were laid out by 
the Sisters to be one and the same path, might walk through 
life in sunlight and honor, and invest the tomb with proud and 
revered trophies. To show such a spirit wrecked and hurled 
into infamy— the ill-woven sails rent into shreds by the whirl- 
wind — is a lesson worthy the Play and the Poet — and such a 
lesson as I think Shakspeare likely to have designed — or, 
without preaching about lessons, such an ethical revelation as 
I think iikeiy to have caught hold upon Shakspeare's intelli- 
gence. It would seem to me a dramatically-poetical subject. 
The mightiest of temptations occurs to a mind, full of powers, 
endowed with avmlable moral elements, hut without set virtue 
■ — without principles — " and down goes all before it." If the 
essential delineation of Macbeth bo this conflict of Moral ele- 
ments—of good and evil— of light and darkness — I sec a very 
poetical conception; if merely a hardened and bloody hypocrito 
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from *lie heginiiing, I see none. But I need not say to you, 
gentlemen, that all this is as far aa may he from the exaggerated 
panegyric on his character hy Payne Knight. 

T-dboi/s. Macbeth is a brave man — so is Banquo — so are 
we Four, hrave men — they in their way and day — we in oars — 
they as Celts and Soldiers — we as Saxons and CiTiiians — and 
we had all need to be so — for hark! in the midst of ours, 
" Thunder and Lightning, and enter Three Witches." 

Bi'Mer. I cannot say that I understand distinctly their first 
Confabulation. 

Miih That's a pity A sensible man like yoa should 
understmd eveijfhm^ But what if Shalcspeare himself did 
not disfmotlj understand it' There may have been original 
errata in the report, as extended by himself from notes taien 
in short-hand nn the spot — light bad — noise worse — voices of 
Weird Histera worst — matter obscure — manner uncouth — why 
really, Buller, all things considered, Shakspeare has shown 
himself a very pietty Penny a Imer. 

BuHfT I cij you meity, sir 

Seward. Where are the Witches on their first appearance, 
at the veiy opening of the Wonderful Tragedy? 

I^orih. An open Place, with thunder and lightning. 

Seioard. I know that — tho words are written down. 

North. Somewhere or other — anywhere — nowhere. 

Buller. In Fife or Forfar? Or some one or other of your 
outlandish, or inlandish. Lowland or Highland Counties? 

Norili. Not knowing, can't say. Probably. 

Seward. 



What Hiu'ly Burly? What Battle? That in which Macbeth 
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is tien engaged? And which is to be fcroiiglit to issne en 
"set of sun" of the day on whioh "enter Three Witches?" 

North. Let it be so. 

Sevjard. 



The Witches, then, are to meet with Macheth on the heath 
on tho evening of the Battle ? 

North. It would seem so. 

Seward. They are "posters over aea and land" — and, like 
■ffhiffa of lightning, can outsail and outride the sound of 
thunder. But Macbeth and Banquo must have bad on their 
seven-league boots. 

Noi-ik. They must. 

Seward. 



Waa he with the advance guard of the Anuy? 

North. Not unlikely — attended by his staff. Generals, on 
such occasions, usually ride — but perhaps Macbeth and Banquo, 
being in kilfs, preferred walking in their seven-league boots. 
Thomas Campbell has said, " When the drum of the Scottish 
Army is heard on the wild heath, and when I feinoy it advano- 
jng with its bowmen in front, and its spears andbanneis in 
the distance, I am always disappointed with Macbeth'a entrance 
at the head of a few kilted actors." The army may havo been 
there — bat they did not see the Weirds — nor, I believe, did 
the Weirds see them. With Macbeth and Banquo alone had 
they to do; we see no Army at that hour — ^wo bear no drums 
— we are deaf even to tho Great Highland Bagpipe, though 
He, you may be sure, was not dumb — all " plaided and plumed 
in their tartan array" the Highland Host ceased to be — like 
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yanjshecl shadows — at the first apparition of " those so withered 
and BO wild in their attire" — not of the earth though on it, and 
alive Bomewhere till this day — while generations aiier genera/- 
tions of mere Fighting Men have been disbanded hy dusty 
Death. 

Sewa/rd. I wish to know vihei-e and wh^n had been the 
Fighting? The Norwegian— one Sweno, had come down very 
handsomely at Inohcolm with ten thousand dollars — a sum in 
those days equal to a million of money in Scotland 

North. Seward, speak on subjects you understand. What 
do you know, sir, of the value of money in those days in Scot- 
land? 

Seward. 'B\i.t where had been aJ! the Fighting? There 
would seem to have been two hurley-hurleys. 

North. I see your drift, Seward. Time and flam, through 
the First Scene of the First Act, are past finding out. It has 
been asked—Was Shakspearo ever in Scotland? Never. 
There is not one word in this Tr^dy leading a Scotsman to 
think so — many showing he never had that happiness. Let 
him deal with our localities according to his own sovereign 
will and pleasure, as a Pi-evaOing Poet. Bat let no man point 
out his dealings with our localities as proofs of hia having such 
knowledge of them as implies personal acquaintance with them 
gained by a longer or shorter visit in Scotland. The Fights 
at the begjnning seem to bo in Fife. The Soldier, there 
wounded, delivers his relation at the King's Camp before Forres. 
Ho has crawkJ, in half an hoar, or an hour — or two hours — 
say seventy, eighty, or a hundred miles or more — crossing the 
ridge of the Grampians. Eatbm-.gmart. I do not know what you 
think here of Time; but I think that Space is here pretty well 
done for. The Time of the Action of Shakspeare'a Plays has 
never yet, so far as I know, boon, in any ono Play, carefully 
investigated— -never javeslJgated at all; and I now announce 
19* 
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to you Three — don't mention it — that I have made disooveriea 
here that will astound the whole world, and demflnd a New 
Critieiam of tie entire Shakspearean Drama, 

Bulhr. Lot U8 have one now, I beseech you, sir. 

Worth. Not now. 

Bailer. No sleep in the Tent till we have it, sir. I do 
dearly love astounding discoveries — and at this time of day, 
an astounding diseoTery in Shakspeare 1 May it not prove a 
Mare's Nost I 

North. Tho tragedy of Macbeth is a prodigious Tragedy, 
because in it tho Chariot of Nemesis visibly rides in the lurid 
thunder-shy. Because in it the ill motions of a human soul, 
which Theologians account for by referring them all to sugges- 
tions of Beelaebub, are expounded in visible, mysterious, tan- 
gible, terrible shape and symbolization by the Witches. It is 
great by the character and person, workings and sufferings, of 
Lady Macbeth — hj the immense poetical power in doing the 
Witches — mingling for once in the world the Homely, Grotesque 
and the Sublime — extinguishing the Vulgar in the Sublime- 
by the bond, whatsoever it be, between Macbeth and his wife 
— ^by raai:ing us tolerate her and him 

Buller. Didn't I say that in my own way, sir? And didn't 
you reprove me for saying it, and order me out of the Tent? 

North. And what of the Witches? 

Butler. Had you not stopt me, I say now, sir, that no- 
body understands Shakspeare's Heoate. Who is she? Each 
of the Three Weirds is = one Witch+one of the Three Fates 
^-thorcforo tho union of two incompatible natures — more than 
in a Centaur. Oh I sir! what a hand that was which bound 
the two into one — insevetably ! There they are for ever as the 
Centaurs aw. But the gross Witch prevails; which Shakspeare 
needed for securing belief, and he has it, full. Hecate, sir, 
comes in to balance tho disproportion — she lifts into Mythology 
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—and strengthena the mythological tincture. So does the 
" Pit of Acheron." That ia classical. To the best of my re- 
memhrimee, no mention of any such Pit in the Old or New 
Statistical Account of Scotland. 

Nin-ih. And, in the incantation Scene, those Apparitions 1 
MysterioM, ominous, picturesqiie--and self-willed. They are 
commanded by the Witches, Ut under a limitation. Their 
oracular power is their own. They are of unknown orders— as 
if for the occasion created in Hell. 

North. Talboys, are you asleep-or arc you at Chess with 
your eyes shut? ^ , „ , ar 

Talboys. At Chess with my eyes shut. I shall send ofl 
my moYD to my friend Stirling by first post. But my eai's 
were open— and I ask— when did Macbeth first design the 
murder of Duncan? Does not everybody think— ja the mo- 
ment a/tei- the Witches have first accosted and left him ? Docs 
liot-it may be asked— the whole moral significanoy of the 
Witches disappear, unless the invasion of hell into Macbeth's 
bosom is first made by their presence and voices? 

Mrth. No. The whole moral signifieancy of the Witches 
only then appears, when wo are assured that they address them- 
selves only to those who already have been tampering with 
their conscience. "Good sir I why do you start, and seem to 
fear things that do sound so fait?" That question put to Mac- 
beth by Banquo turns our eyes to his face- and we see Guilt. 
There was no start at " Hail to thee, Thane of Cawdor, —but 
at the word " King," well might he start; for eh? 

Talhoys. We must look up the Scene. 

Mrfh. No need for that You have it by heart^recite it. 

Talhoi/s. 

•^Macbeth. So foul anJ fait a ciayl have not aeon. 

Bimpio. How far isl called to Forrest— Wlia I are these, 
So wilhet'd, and so wild in their attire ; 
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Thai look jiol lilio tlie mliabilanls of the earth, 

And yel are on'tl Live you! or are you aught 

That man may .qiiastion ? You seam lo understand me, 

By each at onoe her oboppy finger laying 

Upon her skinny lips:— Tou should be women, 

And yet yout beards forbid me to inlerptet 

TliHt you are so. 

Macbelli. Speak, if you can ;— What are you ? 
1st WUch. All iiail, Macbedt! hail lo thee, thane of GlaniisI 
Srf mith. All hail, Maobelhl hail to thee, thane of Cawdor I 
3d 'mich. All hail, Maohethl thai shall be king hereafter. 
Bangao. CJood sir, why do you start ; and seem to fear 
Things that do sound so fait ? — I' the name of tralh. 
Are ye fantastical, or that indeed 
Which oatwardlyye show? My noble partner 
Yon greet with present grace, and great prediction 
Of noble having, and of royal hope, 
That he seems rapt withal; to me you speak not : 
If you can look into the seeds of lime, 
And say whidi grain will grow, and which will not ; 
Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear 
Your farors nor your hate. 
Utmick Hail I 
2dmich. Hail! 
3d Witch. Haill 

lei Miei. Lessee than Macbetli, and-grealer. 
3d mtck. Not so happy, yet much happier. 
3d Witch. Thcu shall gel kings, though thou be none : 
So, all hail, Macbeth and Banquo. 

1st WiKh. Banquo and Macbeth, all hail I 
Maehelh. Stay, you imperfect Epeakera, tell me more; 
By Siners dealh, I know, I am thane of Glamisi 
But how of Cawdor? the thane of Cawdor lives, 
A prosperous gentleman ; and to ba ting. 
Stands not within the prospect of belief. 
No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence 
You owe Iliia strange intelligence? or why 
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Upon iliis lilasled iieatli you slop our way 

■Willi such prophelio greeting i— Speak, I oliarge you. 

j^Witches vamah. 

Bcinauo. The earth httth buljblea, as the water has, 
And these ave of tliem :— Whither are they vanished ? 

Macbeth. Into the air, and what aeem'd corporal, melted 
As breath iato the wind. Would fliey had staid I 

Sanquo. Were such things here, as we do speak about? 
Or have we eaten of the insane root 
That takes the reason prisoner. 

Macbeth. Xouc children sliall be kings. 



Baaqao. 



You Bliall lie k-iiis 



Macbeth. And thane of Ca>vdor too; went it not so . 
Ban^a. To ilie self-same tune, and wCrds." 

N'm-ih. Charles Kemble himself could cot have given it 



Buller. You make him blush, sir. 
Mrth. Attend to that " start" of Macheth, Talhoys. 
Talboi/s. He might weU start oe being told of a sudden, by 
such seers, that he was hereafter to he King of Scotland. 

Mrth. There was more in the start than that, my lad, else 
Shakspcare would not havo directed our ey^ to it. I Bay 
again— it was the start^-of a murderer. 

Talhoi/s. And what if I say it was Botf But I have tJie 
candor to confess, that I am not familiar with the starts of 
murderers — so may possibly be mistaken. 

JSTorOi. Omit what intervenes— and ^ve us the Soliloquy, 
Talhoys. But before you do bo, let me merely remind you that 
Macbeth's mind, from the little he says in the interim, is 
manifestly ruminating on something bad, ere he breaks out into 
Soliloquy. 
Talbo^s. 

"Two truths are told, 
As happy prologues to the swelling act 
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Of lliE Imperial theme.— I thank you, geiillemeH.— 

Tliii Bupei-aalutal soliciting 

Cannot be ill — cncnot be good ; — If ill, 

Why hath it given me earnest of auop^ss, 

Commencing IG a truth J I am Thane of Cawilor : 

If good, why do I yield to that suggestion 

Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair, 

And make my sealed heart knooJt at my ribs 

Against die use of naiura? Present fears 

Are less than horrible imaginings; 

My thought whose murder is yet but fentastical 

Sliakes so my single state of man, that fiinct^on 

Is smodiered in surmise ; and nothing is, 



'h. Now, my dear Talboys, you will agree with me in 
tbmtmg that tiia first great and pregnant, although brief solilo- 
quy, stands for germ, type, and law of the whole Play, and of 
its criticism— and for clue to the labyrinth of the Thane's cha-, 
racter. "Out of this wood do not desire to go." Out of it I 
do not espect soon to go. I regard William as a fair Poet and 
a reasonable Philosopher; but as a supereminent Play-wtight. 
The Fu^t Soliloquy mmt speak the nature of Macbeth, else the 
Craftsman has no skill in his trade. A Soliloquy reveah. 
That is its function. Therein is the suul heanl and seen dis- 
coursing with itself— within itself; and if yoa carry your eye 
trough- up to the First Appearance of Lady Macbeth— this 
Soliloquy is distinctly the highest point of the Tragedy— the 
tragic acme— or dome— or pinnacle— therefore of power indefi- 
nite, infinite. On this rock I stand, a Colossus ready to be 
thrown down by — an Karthquake. 

SuUer. Pushed off by — a shove. 

Mi-th. Not by a thousand BuUer-power. Can yon believe, 
Builer, that fie word of the Third Witch^ "that shalt be King 
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Hereajter," SOW'S the murder in Miiclietli'a heart, and that it 
springs up, flowers, and fruits with such fearful rapidity? 

BuUer. Why — ^Yea and No. 

North. Attend, Talboys, to the words " eupematiiTa] solicit- 
ing." What "superDatural soliciting" to evil is there tere? 
Not a syllahle had the Weird Sisters breathed about Murder. 
But now there is much aoliloqnizmg — and Cawdor cooteaiplateB 
himself objective^/ — seen busy upon an elderly gentleman called 
Duncan — after a fashion that so frightens him mibjectivdy — that 
Banquo cannot help whispering to Roase and Angus — 

"See how out partner's rapti" 

Tdlhoj/s. "My thought whoso murder's yet fantastical." I 
agree with you, sir, in suspecting that he must have thought of 
the murder. 

Mirth. It is from no leaning towards the Weird Sisters — 
whom I never set eyes on but once, and then without inter- 
chingrag 1 wfrd, leapt momentinly out jf this world mto that 
lit h pit of J pond m Glenco — it is, I say, from no kinmg 
towirds the Weird feisters that I take (bs Tiew of Maobeth's 
chiracter No " sublime flashes of genctosity, migninimity, 
tmdprncss, and every exilted quility that can dignify and 
id m the human mmd, ' do I ever suffer to pass by wifhjnt 
ipprolatiun, when coruscating from the cbaiacfer of any well- 
d 'iposed min, real oi smigmary, however unaccountable at 
olhei times his condui,t miyapitai U> be, but Shakspeare, who 
knew Macbeth bettci than my of us, hit here assnred ns that 
hi. was in heart a, murderer — for how long he does not specify 
— I cfore he had evei sem a birse on any of the Weird Sisters' 
1 aiis But lets be canny Tdlboys — pny, what is the 
mcinin£; ot the woid "soliciting,' "pietcrnaturol aohuting," 
m tliia bililorjiij ' 
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Talhoys. Soliciting, sir, is, in mj interpreting, "an appeal- 
ing, intimate visitation." 

North. Riglit. The appeal is general — as that challenge of 
a tnimpet — Fairy Queen, book III., canto xii., stanza 1 — 

" Sigiie of nigh batlail or got viclorye'' — 

which, all indeterminate, ia notwithstanding a chaMmge — ope- 
rates, and is felt as sncti. 

Talhoys. So a thundering knock at your door — which may 
he a friend or an enemy. It comes as a summoning. It ia 
more than internal urging and inciting of me by my own 
thonghts — for mark, sir, the vigor of tbe word "supernatural," 
which throws the soliciting off his own soul upon the Weirds. 
The word is really undetermined to pleasure or pain — the essen- 
tial thought being that there is a searching or penetrating pro- 
vocative — a stirring up of that which lay dead and still. Next 
is the debate whether this intrusive, and pungent, and simulant 
assault of a presence and an oracle be good or ill ? 

North. Does the hope live in him for a moment that this 
home-visiting is not ill — that the Spirits are not ill? They 
have spoken truth so far — ergo, tbe Third "All hail!" shall be 
true, too. But more than that — they have spoken truth. Ergo, 
they are not spirits of Evil. That hope dies in the same in- 
stant, submerged in the stormy waves which the blast from hell 
arouses. The infernal revelation glares clear before him — a 
Orown held out by the hand of Murder. One or two struggles 
occur. Then the truth stands before him fixed and immutable 
— "Evil, be thou my good." He is dedicated; and passive to 
fate. I cannot comprehend this so feeble debate in the mind 
of a good man — I cannot comprehend any such debate at all in 
the mind of a previously settled and determined murderer; but 
I ciin comprehend and feel its awful aignifioanoy in the mind of 
a man already in a most perilous moral condition. 
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SeiL-ard. The "start" sliowa tliat the Spark has caught — it 
has fallen into a tun of gunpowder. 

Talhoyi. The touch of Ithuriel's spear. 

North. May we not aay, then, that perhaps the Witches 
have shown no more than this — the Fascination of Contact he- 
tweon Passion and Opportunity? 

Snward. To Philosophy reading the hieroglyphic; but to 
the People what? To them they are a reality. They seize the 
imagination with all power. They come like "blasts from hell" 
— like spirits of Plague, whose breath — whose very sight kills. 

"Within them Hell 
They bting, and round about them; nor from Hell 
One step, no more than from iberaBelves, can fly." 

The contagion of their presence, in spite of what we have heen 
saying, almost reconciles mi/ understanding to what it would 
otlierwise revolt from, the suddenness with which the penetra- 
tion of Maoheth into futurity lays fiist hold upon Murder. 

Buller. Pretty fast — though it gives a twist or two in hia 
handling. 

Seioard. Lady Macbeth herself corroborates your judgment 
and Shakspeare's on her husband's character. 

I'alboye. Does she? 

Seward. She does. In that dreadful parley between them 
on the night of the Murder — she reminds them of a time when 

" Nor time iv/r place 
Did then adhere, a«d yet yoa would maJce both ; 
They have made themselves, and that dieir illness now 
Does unmake you." 

This— mark you, air — must have been before the Plaj began ! 

North. I have often thought of the words — and Shakspearo 

himself has so adjusted the action of the Play aa that, since tJie 

encounter with the Weirds, no opportunity had occurred to fllae- 

20 
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betk for fke "makiDg of time and place." Therefore it must, 
as you Bay, have been he/ore it. Buller, what say you now ? 

Buller. Craggeii, 

North. True, she speaks of his hoing "full of the milk of 
human kindness." The words have become favorites with us, 
who are an affectionate and domestic people — and are lovingly 
applied to the loving; but Lady Macbeth atta^ihed no such pro- 
found sense to them aa wo do; and roeant merely that she 
thought her husband would, after all, much prefer greatness 
unbought by blood; and, at the time she referred to, it is proba- 
ble be would; but that she meant no more than that, is plain 
from the continuation of her praise, in which her ideas got not 
a little confused; and her words, interpret them aa you will, 
leave nothing "milky" in Macbeth at all. Milk of human 
kindness, indeed! 

Talboi/s. 

" What Ihon would'st highly, 
Thai wonld'sc ihou bolity; would'st not play false, 
And fat would'st wrongly win : thoud'st have great Glamis, 
That which crieg, 'Thus thou must do, if thou have it; 
And that which rather thou dost fear to do, 
Than wiahest should be undone.' " 

That is her Ladyship's notion of the "milk of human kind- 
ness!" "I wish somebody would murder Duncan — as for 
murdering him myself, I am much too tender-hearted and hu- 
mane for perpetrating such cruelty with my own hand!" 

Bvlkr. Won't yon believe a Wife to be a good judge of 
her Husband's disposition ? 

North. Not Lady Macbeth. For does not she herself tell 
us, at the same time, that he had formerly schemed how to 
commit Murder? 

BulUr. G-agged again. 

North. I sec no reason for doubting that she was attached 
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to her husband; and Shakspeare loved to put into the lips of 
women heautiful espressions of love — hut he did not intend 
that we should be deceived thereby in oar moral judgments. 

Seward. Did this ever occur to you, sir? Macbeth, when 
hiring the murderers wbo arc to look after Baiiquo and Fleance, 
cites a conversation in which be had demonstrated to them that 
the oppression under which they had long suffered, and which 
they had supposed to proceed from Macbeth, proceeded really 
from Banquof My firm belief is that it proceeded from Mac- 
beth—that their suspicion was right— that Macbeth is mislead- 
ing them— and that Shakspeare means you to apprehend this. 
But why should Macbeth have oppressed his inferiors, unless 
ho had been— long since- of a tyrannical nature? He op- 
presses his inferiors — they are sickened and angered with the 
world— by his oppression — he fells them 'twas not he but an- 
othcF who had oppressed them— wid that other — at his instiga- 
tion — they willingly murder. An ugly affeir altogether. 

Mrih. Very. But let us keep to the First Act— and see 
what a hypocrite Macbeth has so very soon become — what a 
savage a^assin! He has just followed up his Soliloquy with 



"Come what coma may, 

Tone and tite hour run through the roaghesl day;" 

when be recollects that Banquo, Rosse, and Angus are standing 

near. Richard himself is not more wily— guily—smily— and 

oily; to the Lords his condescension is already quite kingly— 

"Kind gentlemen, your pains 
Ai-e legistered wheve every Hay I turn 
The leaf lo read them"— 

Talbo^s. And soon after, to the King how obsequious ! 

"The service and dio loyalty I owe, 
In doiiij; il, pays itself. Your Highness' part 
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Is lo receive our duties ; and our duiies 
Are to your Ihrone and stale, children, and setvaiils; 
"Which do but what they should by doing everything 
Safe toward you love and honor." 
What would Pajne Knight have said to all that? This to hia 
King, whom he has resolved, first good opportunity, to murder? 
JfortJi. Danean is now too happy for this wicked world. 
" My plenteous joys, 
Wanton in fulness, seek to hide themselves 
In drops of sorrow." 

Invaders — triutors — now there are none. Peace is restored to 
the Land — the Throne roeh-fast — the line secure — 

" Wa will eslablish our estate upon 
Our eldest, Malcolm ; whom we name hereafter, 
The Prince of Cumberland : which honor must 
Nol, unaooompameil, invest him only. 
But signs of nobleness, like stars, Bh9.ll sliine 

Now was the time for the manly hut ineflect lal 'itrugele of 
every esalttd quality that can dijjDify and estlt the human 
mind — for a few auhbme fla he'< at least (f j,eneioaity and 
tendernea"! et .et ra — n w when the Uraciou? Duncan is liad- 
ing him w th h n rs and better than all honors lavishing on 
him the houndles eftusiotis of a giateful and r yal heart. The 
Prince (ff umlerland Ha ha! 



poefioal — 
"Slars, hide your flies! 
see my black and deep desires: 
ik at the hand! yet let that be, 
ye fears, when it is done, to see! 
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The milk of human kindness has coagulated into the eunl n£ 
inhuman feiooitj— and all this— slandoreiB saj— is the sole 
work of the Weird Sisleis! No. His iiiokod heart— heoauso 
it i« wicked- belicYes in their Propheoj— the end is assured to 
him— and the means are at once suggested to his own slaughter- 
ous nature. No supernatural soUciting here, which a better 
man would not successiyely have resisted. I again repudiate— 
should it be preferred against me— the charge of a tot.7mse 
towards the Bearded Beauties of the Bhslxd Heath, but rather 
would I marry them all Three-one after the other— naj all 
three at once, and as many more as there miy be m our Celtic 
Mythology- than see your Sophia, Seward, or Bullci, your— 
Builer. We have but Marmy. 
NwtJi. Wedded to a Macbeth 

Seward. We know yuafftnnjlr f i 

goddaughter. She is in u ed 

iVortS. Well, this M 11 f Hum K lue s s off at a 
hand-gallop to Inverness The K ng h s announced a E yal 
Tisit to Maoheth's own Castl B t C vdor 1 ad bef e th . 
despatched a letter to hn kdy from wl ch Sh kspea e ha, 
given us an eitract. An! then as I unlersl-nd t a spccal 
messenger besides, to say the K ng mcs her t n ght 
W^hich of the two is the more impatient to be at we k t s ha 
to say; but the idea of the murder originated with the male 
Prisoner. Wc have his Wife's word for it— she told him so to 
bis face— and he did not deny it. We have his own word for 
it— he told himself so to his own face— and he never denies it 
at any time during tlie play. 

Taltm/i. You said, a little while ago, sir, that you behoved 
Macbeth and his wife were a happy couple. 

JVorti. Not I. I said she was attached to him— and I say 

now that the wise men are not of the Seven, who pomt to her 

reception of her husband, on his arrival at home, as a proof of 

20* 
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her want of affeotiou. Tliey seem to think sho ought to have 
rushed into his arms — slobbered upon hia shoulder — and so 
forth. For had ho not been at the Wara? Pshaw' The 
most tender-hearted Thanesses of those dajs — e\en those that 
feept albums — would have been ashamed of weepmg on sending 
tiieir Thanes off to battle — much more on receiving them back 
in a sound skin — with new honors nodding on their plumes 
Lady Macbeth was not one of the tuitle-doves — fit mate she 
for the King of the Vtdtures. 1 am too good in ornithologist 
to call them Eagles. She received her mite iittmglj — with 
murder in her soul; but more cruel — more selfish than he, sho 
could not be — nor, perhaps, was she less; but she was more 
resolute — and resolution even in evil — ia sueh ciicumstances 
as hers — seems to argue a superior nature to his, miio, while 
bo keeps vacillating, as if it were between gnod and evil, betrays 
all the time the bias that is surely inclining him tj evil, into 
which he maJtes a sudden and sore wheel at last. 

BuUer. The Weirds— the Weirds I— the Weirds have done 
itaU! 

North. Macbeth — Maebeth! — Macbeth hath done it all! 
BiiS^. Furies and Fates ! 
North. Who make the wicked their victims ! 
■ Seward. Is she sublime in her wickeduess? 
North. It would, I fear, be wrong to say so. But I was 
speaking of Macbeth's character — not of hers — and, in compari- 
son with him, she may seem a great creature. They are now 
utterly alone — and of the two he has been the more familiar 
with murder. Between them, Duncan already is a dead man. 
But how pitiful — at such a time and at such a greeting — Mac- 
beth's cautions 

"My dearest lovo, 
Duncan comes huro to niglitl 
Lady. — And wliea gOKS iieime? 
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■, as he purposes. 


■ady.-OK neyer 




Shall sun ihal moi 


■row SEC 1" 



Why, Talboys, does not the poor devil — 

Talhoys. Poor devil I Machetli a poor devil 1 
North. Why, Bullor, does not tte poor devil — 
Ihdler. Poor devil I Machetli a poor devil? 
North. Wty, Seward, does not the poor devil — 
Seward. Speat up — speai out? la he afr^d of the spi- 
ders? You know him, sir— you see througli hiin. 

Myrih. Ay, Sewai-d— -reserved and close as he ia— he wants 
jierye — -plucJe — he is close npoD the coward — and that would 
he well, were there the slightest tendency towards change of 
purpose in the Pale Face; but there is none— he is as cruel aa 
ever — the more close tho more cruel — the more irresolute the 
more murderous— for to murder he is sure to come. Seward, 
you said well — why does not the poor devil speak up — speak 
out? Is he afraid of the spiders? 

Talhoys. Mui-deroiis-looking villwn— no need of words. 
North,. I did not say, sir, thero was any need of woi-ds. 
Why wiU you always be contradicting one ? 

Talhciyi. Me? I? I hope I shall never live to see the 
day on which I contradict Christopher North in his own Tent. 
At least— rudely 

North. Do it rudely — not as you did now — and oft«n do — 
as if you were a^^ieung with me — but you are incurable. I 
say, my dear Talboys, that M'tcbeth so bold in a "twa-haun'd 
crack" with himself m a Sobloquy— so figurative— and so fond 
of swearing by the Stars and old Mother Night, who were not 
aware of his existence— should not have been thus tongue-tied 
to his own wife in fkcir own sccretest chamber— should have 
unlocked and fiung open the door of his heart to her— Uke a 
man, I blush for him— I do. So did his wife. 
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Bulkr. I don't find that in the record. 

North. Don't jou? "Your face, my Thane, ia aa a book 
where men may read strange matters." She sees in liis face 
self-alarm at his own murderoiis intentions. And so she coirn- 
sels him about his face — liite a aelf-collectcd, trustworthy wo- 
man. "To beguile the time, look like the time;" with further 
good stern advice. But— "We shall speak farther," is all she 
can get from him in answer to conjugal assurances that should 
have given him a palpitation at tte heart, and sot his eyes on 
fire — 

" Ha that's coming 
Must be provided for ; and you shall put 



Tlli: 


i iiigln's great buain 


BBS into my despatch; 


Wll 


ich shall, to all out 


nights and daya to co 
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e solely sovereign b 


way and Maaterdom.'' 



There spoke ono worthy to be a Queen ! 

Seward. Worthy ! 

North. Ay — ^in that age — in that country. 'Twas not then 
the custom "to i^jeale daggers but use none." Did Shakspeare 
mean to dignify, to magnify Macbeth by such demeanor ? No 
— to degrade and ininimiae the murderer. 

Talhoys. My dear sir, I cordially agree with every word 
you utter. Go on — my dear sir — to instruct — to iUumine — 

Seward. To bring out "'sublime flashes of magnanimity, 
courage, tenderness," ia Macbeth — 

Butler. "Of every exalted qualify that can dignify and 
adorn the human mind" — the mind of Macbeth in his struggle 
with the allurements of ambition I 

North. Observe, how this reticence — on the part of Mac- 
beth— eontrasted with his wife's eagerness and exultation, makes 
her, for the moment, seem the wickeder of the two — the fiercer 
and the more cruel. For the moment only; for wo soon ask 
ourselves what means this unhusbandly reserve in him who had 
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sent her that letter — ami then a messenger to tell her the king 
was coming — and who had sworn to himself as savagely as she 
now does, not to let slip this opportunity of cutting his king's 
throat. He is well pleased to see that his wife is as bloody- 
minded as himself— that she will not only give all necessary 
assistance — as an associate — ^but concert the when, and the 
where, and the how — and if need be, with her own hand deal 
the blow. 

Seward. She did not then know that Macbeth had made 
up his mind to murder Duncan that very night. But we know 
it. She has instantly made up hers— we know how; hut being 
as yet unassured of her husband, she welcomes hmi h me with 
a Declaration that must have more thin answeied his f indent 
hopes; and, therefore, he is almost mute — the few WLnli he 
does utter seemed to indicate no settled purpose — Duncan may 
fulfil his mtenfion of going in the moinmg, oi he nnymt, but 
we know that the silence of the muideiti now is because tbu 
murderess is manifestly all he could wish — and that, hid she 
shown any reluctance, he would hive resumed his el quenic, 
and, to convert her to his way of thmkmg, aigued is powtrfully 
as he did when converting himself 

BuUei: You carry on at sneh a pace, sir, there's no k^ep 
ing up with yon. PuU up, that I may ask you a very simple 
question. On his arrival at his oasfle, Micbeth finds his wife 
reading a letter from her amiable spcuse, about the Wend Sis 
ters. Pray, when was that letter written? 

JV<w(ft. At what hour precisely? That I can't say It 
must, however, have been written hefoie Macbeth had bien 
presented te the king— for theie is no allusion m it to the 
King's intention to visit their Castle I believe it to h'ive been 
written about an hour or so after the prophecy of the Weirds— 
either in seme place of refreshment by the road-side — or in 
such a Tent as this— kept ready for the General in the King's 
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Camp at Forres. He despatched it by a Gillj — a fest one like 
your Corn wall Clipper — and then tambled in. 

Buller. When did she receive it? 

NoTiJi. Early next morning. 

Buller. How could that be, since she ia reading it, as her 
husband steps in, well on, as I take it, in the afternoon ? 

Norih. Buller, you are a blockhead. There had she, for 
many hours, been sitting, and walking ahout with it, now 
rumpled up in her fiat— now onmklcd up between her breasts 
— now locked up in a safe — now spread out like a sampler on 
that tasty little oak table — and sometimes she mig!it haye been 
heard by the servants — had they had the unusual curiosity to 
listen at the door — murmuring liie a stock-dove — anon Looting 
like an owl — by-and-by barking like an eagle — then bellowing 
liker a hart than a hind — almost howling like a wolf — and why 
not? — now sin^ng a snatch of an old Gaelic air, with a dear, 
wild, sweet voice, like that of a "human !" 

"Glamis tliou art, and Cawdot; and shall ba 
What thou art promised." 

" Hie thee hilher, 
That I may pout 1117 spirits in ihine ear. 
And chkstise with the valor of my tongue, 
AH that impedes thee from the golden round, 
Whioh Fate and metaphysical aid doth seem 
To have thee crown'd withal." 

Buller. Grand indeed. 

North. It is grand indeed. But, my dear Buller, was that 
all she bad said to herself, think you? No — n& — no. But it 
was all Shakspeare had time for on the Stage. Oh, sirs! The 
Time of the Stage is but a simulacrum of true Time. That 
must bo done at one stroke, on the Stage, whioh in a Life takes 
ten. The Stage persuades that in one conversation, or soliloquy, 
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■mliioli Life may do ia twenty — you hare not leisure or good 
will for the ambages and iterations of tho Real. 

Semard. See aa aftJst witt a pen in his hand, challenged; 
and witi a few lines he wiU exhibit a pathetic story. From 
how many millions has he given you— One ? The units which 
he abstracts, represent sufBciently and satisfactorily the millions 
of lines and surfaces which he aeglects. 

Nm-ih. So in Poetry. You take little for much. Yoh 
need not wonder, then, that on an attendant entering and say- 
ing, "The King comes here to-night," she cries, "Thou art 
mad to say it !" Had you happened to tell her so half an hour 
ago, who knows but that she might have received it with a 
stately smile, that hardly moved a muscle on her high-featured 
front, and gave a merciful look to her green eyes even when 
she was communing with Murder! 

North. What hurry and haste had been on all sides to get 
into the House of Murder! 

"Where's the Thane of Cawdot ? 
We coursed him, at the heels, and had a purpose 
To be his purveyor : hut he rides well : 
And his great love, sharp aa his spur, halh hotp liim 
To his home before ub — Fair and noble Hoaleas, 
We are yogr guest tonight." 

Ay, where is the Thane of Cawdor? I, for one, not knowing, 
can't say. The gracious Duncan desires much to see him as 
well as his gracious Hostess. 

" Give me your hand : 
ConJuct me to mine host ; we love liim highly, 
And shall continue our graces towards him. 
By your leave, hostess." 

Ay— Where's the Thane of Cawdor? Why did not Shakspeare 
show him to us, sitting at supper with (he King? 
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Talboys. Did lie sup with the King? 

BuUer. I believe he sat down — but got up again — and left 
the Cliamber. 

Talboys. HLs wife seeks hini out. "He has almost supped. 
Why have jou left the Chamber?" "Has he asked for me?" 
"Know ye not he has?" 

KortJi. On Maobeth's Soliloquy, which his wife's entrance 
here interrupts, how much inconsiderate comment have not 
moralists made! Here — they have said — is the struggle of a 
good man with temptation. Hearken, say they — to the voice 
of Oonacienee ! What does the good man, in this hour of trial, 
say to himself? He says to himself — " I haye made up my 
mind to assassinate my benefactor in my own house — the only 
doubt I have, is about the consequences to myself in the world 
to come." Well, then — "We'd jump the world to come. But 
if I murder him — may not others murder me? Retribution 
even in this world." Call you that the voice of Conscience? 

Setvard. Hardly. 

Nor/h. He then goes on to descant to himself about the 
relation in which he stands to Duncan, and apparently discovera 
for the first time, that "he's here in double trust;" and that 
as his host, his kinsman, and his subject, he should "against 
his murderer shut the door, not bear the knife myself." 

Setvard. A man of genius. 

Norffi. Besides, Duncan is not only a King, but a good 
King — 

"So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead like angels, trampel-lougiied, against 
Tbe ileep damnation of his taking off." 

That is much better morality — keep there, Maobeth — or there- 
abouts — and Duncan's life is tolerably safe — at least for one 
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night. But Shaltspeare knew his man — and what manner of 
man he is we hear in the unbearable context, that never jet 
baa been quoted bj any one who had ears to dislanguish between 
the true and the false. 

" And pily, like a nalieil new-bom babe, 
Striding Ihe blast, or heaven's cherubim, hora'd 
Upon the sighlless courierB of the aiv, 
Shall blow the horrid deed ia every ey 
That tears shall do a w od 

Cant and fustian. Shakspeare knew that ca t and f s n 
would come at that moment from the mouth of Ma be h Vo 
cordingly, he offers but a i oor res stanoe to the heto thit 
comes rushing from his w fe s he rt — e en hat nt nent 
which is thought so. fine — a i s veil e ou^h u s w j — 

" I dare flo a y b n e a ma 



"What beast was it, thoD, 
That made you break tbis enterprise to jnef 

Wc hear no more of "Pity like a naked new-bom babe" — but 
at her horrid aeheme of the murder — 

"Bring forlli men ehildron onlyl 
For tliy undaunted metal should compose 
Nothing but males 1" 

Shakspeare does not paint here a grand and desperate straggle 
between good and evil thoughts in Macboth'a mind — but a 
mock fight; had there been any deep sincerity in the> feeling 
expressed in the bombast — had there been any true feeling at 
all — it would have revived and deepened — not faded and died 
almost — at the picture drawn by Lady Macbeth of their victim — 
21 
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Wiiereto the rather shal! this (lay's havd journey 
Soiiiidly invite him," 

the words that had just left his own lips — 

"His virtues 
Will plead like angels, triimpet-tongiied, against 
Thu deep damnalioa of his taking-off," 

would have re-rinig ia his ears; and a strange medley — words 
and music — would they have made — with lis wife's 

"When in swinish sleep 
Their drenched natures lie, as in a death, 
What cannot yon and I perfurra upon 
The unguarded Duncan?" 

That is my idea of the Soliloquy. Think on H. 

Talhoys. The best critics teli us that Slialispeare's Lady 
Macbeth has a commanding Intellect. Ccrtes she has a com- 
manding 'Will. I do not see what a commanding Intellect has 
to do in a Tragedy of this kind — or what opportunity she has 
of showiBg it. Do you, sir? 

North. I do not. 

Talboys. Her Intellect seems pretty muck on a par with 
Maxjheth's in the planning of the murder. 

North. I defy any human Intellect to devise well an atro- 
cious Murder. Pray, how would you have murdered DuncAnf 

Talhoyg. Ask me rather howl woxJd — this night — murder 
Christopher North. 

North. No more of that — no dallying in that direction. You 
make me shudder. Shakspearo knew tiat a circumspetit mur- 
der is an imposdhility — that a murder of a King in the mur- 
derer's own house, with expectation of nou -discovery, is the 
irrationality of infetuation. The poor Idiot chuckles at the 
poor Bury's device as at once original and plausihle — and, nest 
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hour, what siDgle soul ia the Castle does not know who did the 

Seward. High intelleet indeed ! 

Talboys. The original murder is had to the uttermost. I 
mean hadly contrived What color was there in coloring the 
two Grooms r No two men lull their master, and then go to 
bed again in his room with hloody faces and poignards. 

Buller. If this was really a very bad plot altogether, it 
is her Ladyship's as muoh — far more than hia Lordship's. 
Against whom, then, do we conclude? Her? I think not — 
but tie Poet. Me is the hadly-contriving asaaaain. He does 
not intend lowering your esteem for her Iiadyship's talents. 
Am I, sir, to think that William himself, after the same game, 
would have hunted no hetter? I believe he would; hut he 
thinks that this will carry the Plot through for the Stage well 
enough. The House, seeing and hearing, will not stay to criti- 
cise. The Horror persuades Belief. He knew the whole mys- 
tery of murder. 

Nm-ih. My dear Buller, wheel nearer me. I would not lose 
a word you say. 

Bulla: Did Macbeth commit an error in killing the two 
Grooms? And does his Lady think so? 

Taliioys. A gross eiTor, and his Lady thinks so. 

Buller. WTiy was it a gross error — and why did hia lady 
think so? 

Talboys. Becauae — why — I really can't tell, 

Bullei: Nor I. The quesrion leads to formidahle difficul- 
ties — either way. But answer me this. Is her swooning at 
the close of her hushand'a most graphic picture of the position 
of the corpses — real or pretended? 

Sewwrd. Eeal, 
Talboys. Pretended. 

Buller. Sir? 
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North. I reSQrve my opinion. 

Talboys. Not a faint — but a fdni. Slie cannot undo tliat 
wMoh is done; nor hinder that which he will do next. She 
must mind her own businesB. Now distinctly her own business 
— is to faint. ' A high-bred, sensitive, innocent Lady, startled 
from her sleep to find her guest and King murdered, and the 
room full of aghast nobles, cannot possibly do anything else bat 
faint. Lady Macbcti, who "all particulars of duty knows/' 
faints accordingly. 

North. Seward, we are ready to hear you. 

Seward. She has been about a business that must have 
somewhat shook her nerves — granting them to be of iron. She 
would herself have murdered Duncan had be not resembled her 
Father oa he slept; and on sudden disoemment of that dreadful 
resemblance, her soul must have shuddered, if her body served 
her to stagger away from parricide. On the deed being done, 
she is terrified after a different manner from the doer of the 
deed; but her terror is as great; and though she says — 

" The sleeping anil tlie dead 
Are but as pictures — 'tis the eye of childhood 
That fears a painled Devil — " 

believe me that hei face wa? like ashe^, as she rLturned to the 
chamber to gild the faies ot the giooms with the dead man s 
blood That knocking, ton, alaimed the Lidy, believe me, as 
much IS her husband, and to keep cool and colleited btfoie 
him, ^0 a^ t> bo abk to support him dt that moment with her 
advice, must have tried the ntmost strength of her nature 
Call her Piend — '<be was Woman Down staiis sbu come? — 
and Stan Is among them all, at first like one alarmed only — 
astounded by whit ■ihe biar^ — and stiiving to simidate the 
i^norince rf the mnjc nt — 'T\hit, m cur house'' ' Too 
Liuel injwhue' ' What she muat hiTt, suffeied then, Shak 
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sjioare lets us conceive for ourselves; and what on her husband'a 
clahorato desoription of his inconsiderate additional murders. 
"The whole is too much for her"~she "is perplexed in the 
extreme" — and the sianer swoons. 

Mrth. Seward suggests a bold, strong, deep, ti-agical turn 
of the scene— that she faints actually. Well— so be it. I 
shall say, fii-st, that I think it a weakness in my iavorite; but 
I will go so far as to add that I can let it pass for a not unpar- 
donable weak — th -c, n Btlntdlth 
wise with her b t, ph H ra I h 11 h Id to a (i t cd 
ing of account I w 11 k w f h m wh t h b ut -md 
what she is ab t If h t t lly d ga n t h w 11 
taking forcibl i hH feh w 11 1 I mu t b 
shown fighting t th 1 t ff t f w II fc t th as ult f 
womanly natu 1 d i q h d a Id with ut a 
sound. But th Th lis t 1 t ly— h m mbe 
"as we shall make our g fs J 1 rs . p u h d th 
She makes noise enough — takes good care to attract every- 
body's attention to her performance — ^for which I commend her. 
Calculate as nicely as you will— she distracts or diverts specula- 
tion, and makes an interesting and agreeable break in the coa- 
versation.— I think that the obvious moaning is the right mean- 
ing — and ihai she faints on purpose. 

Talboys l>eoided m fav r it Femt 

Bullsr lou mif,ht have had the g od maunei to i k f i 
1 11/ opin on 

JVo» ft I bog a thousand pardon" Bullei 

Jivlhr A bundle 1 will do N rth In Davies Anec lotes 
of the %taje I remember n,ading that fiamck would not trust 
Mrs Pntthaid w th the Swoon— and th^t Macklm thought 
Mrs Porter alone coull have bi,en enduied by the audience 
Therefore by the Great Manager Lady Macb th waa nit 
aU we 1 m the Scene f ip] eir at 11 H s 1 diet vi%^ that 
21 
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witk her Ladyship it was a feint — and that tho Godi awiie of 
that, unless restrained hy piofound reappot toi the actress, 
would have lauglhed — as at sumefhiiig rafhei comic If the 
Gods, in Shatspeare's days, were as the Guds m Gwnck's, 
William, methinbs, would not, on any account, have exposed 
the Ladj to derision at such a time. But I suspect th (j 1 
of the Globe would not have laughed, whatever th y n gl t 
have thought of her sincerity, and that she did appui bet e 
them in a Sceno from which nothing could aecoant f h 
absence. Sho was not, I verily helieve, given to f t ng — 
perhaps this was thg first time she had ever fainted n h 
was a girl. JVbtu I believe she did. She would have stood by 
her husband at all hazards, had she been able, both on his 
account and her own; she would not have so deserted him at 
etich a critical juncture; her character was of boldness rather 
than duplicity; her business now — her duty — was to braaen it 
out; but she grew sick — cjualms of conscience, however terrible, 
can be borne by sinners standing upright at the mouth of hell 
— but the flesh of man is weak, in its utmost strength, when 
moulded to woman's form — other qualms assail suddenly the 
earthly tenement — the breath is choked — the "distracted globe" 
grows dizzy — they that look out of the windows know not what 
they see — the body reels, lapses, sinks, and at full length smites 
the floor. 

Seward. Well said— Chairman of the Quarter-sessions. 

BvMer. Nor, with all submission, my dear Sir, can I think 
you treat your favorite murderess, on this trying occasion, with 
your usual fairness and candor. All she says is, "Help me 
hence, ho!" Macduff says, "Look to the Lady" — and Banquo 
says "Look to the Lady" — and she is carried off. Some 
critic or other — I think Maloae — says that Macbeth shows he 
knows "'tis a feint" by not going to her assistance. Perhaps 
he was mistaken — know it lio could not. And nothing more 
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likely to make a woman faint than that reveling and wallowing 
of Lis in that hloody deBcription. 

North. By the Casting Vote of the President— i^e mi. 

Talhoys. Let's to Lunch. 

North. Go. You will flad mo sitting here when you como 
back. 



Scene II. — Tho JPamlioH. 
Time — a/ur Luneh. 

NOKTH — TaLBOTS — 3ULJ.EB. — SeWAKD, 

Mrlh. Claudius, the Unole-king in Hamlet, is perhaps the 
most odious character in all Shakspeare. But he does no un- 
necessary murders. He has killed the Father, and will the 
Son, all in regular order. But Maoheth plunges himself, like 
a drunken man, into unnecessary and injurious cruelties. He 
throws lite a reckless gamester. If I am to own the truth, I 
don' t. kno^ why he is so cruel. I don't think that he takes any 
in mere cruelty, like Nero— 

Btdler. What do we know of Nero ? "Was he mad ? 

North. I don't think that he takes any pleasure in mcro 
cruelty, like Nero; but he seems to be under some infatuation 
that i-ags or drives him along. To kill is, in every dif&culty, 
the ready resource that occurs to him— as if to go on murdermg 
were, by some law of the Universe, the penalty which you must 
pay for having once murdered. 

Seward. 1 thmk. Sir, that without conti-adiDting anything 
we said before Lunch about his Lordship or his Kingship, we 
may conceive in the natural Macbeth considerable force of 
Moral Intuition. 

Norffi. We may. 
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Seward. Of Moral Intelligence '( 

North. Yes. 

Seward. Of Moral Obedience 1 

North. No, 

Seward. Moral Intuition, and Moral Intelligence breaking 
out, from time to time, all through — we understand how there 
is engendered in him strong self-dissatisfaction — thenee per- 
petual goadings on — and desperate attempts to loose conscience 
in more and more crime. 

North. Aj — Seward — even so. He tella you that he 
stakes soul and body upon the throw for a Grown. lie haa 
got the Crown — and paid for it. Ho rmist keep it — else he 
has bartered soul and body — for nothing! To make hia first 
crime 3001^^ — he strides gigantically along the road of which it 
opened the gate. 

Talhoys. An almost morbid impressibility of imagination 
is energetieally stamped, and universally recognized in the. 
Thane, and I think, sir, that it warrants, to a certain estent, a 
sinceriti/ of the mental movements. He really sees a fantas- 
tica] dagger — he really hears fantastical voices — perhaps he 
really sees a fantastical Ghost. All this in him is Nature— 
not artifice — and a nature deeply, terribly, tempestuously corn- 
moved by the near contact of a murder imminent — doing — done. 
It is more like a murder af-making than a murderer made. 

Seward. See, sir, how precisely this characteristic is pro- 
posed. 

BuUer. By whom ? 

Seioard. By Shakspeare in that first Soliloquy. The poetry 
coloring, throughout his discourse, is its natural efflorescence. 

Nor^. TaJboys, Seward, you have spoken well. 

Buller. And I have spoken ill. 

North. I have not said so. 

BvMer. We have all Four of us spoken well — we have all 
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Four of U3 spoken ill— and we have all Four of us spoken but 
Bo-so— now and heretofore— in this Tent^hang the wind— 
there's no hearing twelve words m ten a body says. Honored 
sir, X beg permission to say that I cannot admit the Oanon 
laid down hy your Eeverenoe, an hour or two ago, or a minute 
or two ago, that Maoheth's extravagant language is designed 
by Shakspeare to designate hypocrisy. 
Mrfh. Why? 

Jiiiller. You commended Talboys and Seward for noticing 
the ima^native — the poetical character of Maobeth's mind. 
There we find the reason of his extravagant language. It may, 
as you said, he cant and fustian— or it may not— hut why attri- 
bute to hypocrisy— as you did— what may have flowed from 
his genius? Poets may rant as loud as he, and yet be honest 
men. "In a fine frenzy rolling," their eyes may fasten on 

Nhrth. Good— go on. Deduct. 

Jlulhr. Besides, sir, the Stage had such a language of its 
own; and I cannot help thinking that Shakspeare often, and 
too frankly, gave in to it. 

JVorth. He did 

Sulliv. I would, however, much ratber believe that if 
Shakspearo meant anything by it in Macbcth's Oratory or 
Poetry, he intended thereby rather to impress on us that last 
noticed constituent of his nature— a vehement seizure of ima- 
gination. I believe, sir, that in the hortatory scene Lady Mac- 
beth really vanquishes— as the scene ostensibly shows— his 
irresolution And if Shakspeare means wresolution, I do not 
know why tie grovnds thereof which Sbakspeare assigns to 
Macbeth should not be accepted as the true grounds. The 
Dramatist would seem to demand too much of me, if, iinder 
the grounds which he «spresses, he requires mc to ascaid these, 
and to discover and express others. 
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Seward. I do not know, air, if that horritlo Invocation of 
hers to the Spirits of Murder to unses her, be held by many 
to imply that she has no need of their help ! 

M/rth. It is held by many to prove that she was not a 
woman bat a fiend. It proves the reverse. I infer from it 
that she does need their help — and, what is more, thai she gets 
it. Nothing so dreadful, in the whole range of Man's Tragic 
Drama, as that Murder. But I see Seward is growing pale — 
we know his infirmity — and for the present shun it. 

Seward. Thank you, sir. 

Nm-ih. I may, however, ask a question about Banquo's G host. 

Seward. Well — well — do so, 

Talbm/s. Ton put the question to me, sir? I am inclined 
to think, sir, that no real Ghost sits on the Stool — but that 
Shakapeaie meant it as with the Daggers. On the Stago he 
appears — that is an abuse. 

North. Not so sure of that, Talboys. 

Tdlhmjs. Had Macbeth himself continued to believe that 
the first seen Ghost was a real Ghost, he would not, could not 
have ventured so soon after his disappearance to say again, 
" And to our dear friend Banquo." He does say it — and then 
again diseased imagination assails him at the rash words. 
Lady Macbeth reasons with him agaia, and he finally is per- 
suaded that the Ghost, both times, had been but brain-sick 
creations. 

" My slrango and self-abuBo 
Is the iiiitiale fear, lliat wants liatd use :— 
I am but yoang in deed." 

BvU&r. That certainly looks as if he did then know he had 
been deceived. But perhaps ho only censures himself for being 
too muoh agitated by a real ghost, 

Tttlho'js. That won't do. 
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North. But go back, my dear Talboya, to tke first enacting 
of the Play. What could the audience have understood to be 
happening, witkout otter direction of their thoughta than the 
terrified Macbeth's bewildered words? He never meiifionB 
Banqno's name— and recollect that nobody sitting there thou 
knew tliat Banquo had been murdered. The dagger is not in 
point Then the spectators heard him say, " Is this a dagger 
that I see before me?" And if no dagger was there, they 
eonld at onco see that 'twas fantasy. 
Talboys. Something in that. 
BvS,er. A settler. 

Korih. I entirely separate the two questions— first, how did 
the Manager of the Globe Theatre have the King's Seat at the 
Feast filled; and second, what does the highest poetical Canon 
deliver? I speak now, but to the first. Now, here the rule 
is — " the audience mmt understawl, and at once, what that 
which they see and hear means"— that Rule must govern the art 
of the drama in the Manager's practice. You allow that.Talboys. 
Taihoys. I do. 

JMkr. Rash— Talboys— rash; he's getting jon into a net. 
North. That is not my way, Buller. Well, then, suppose 
Macbeth acted for the first time to an audience, who are to es- 
tablish it for a stock-play or to 3n.mn it. Would the Manager 
commit the whole power of a scene which is perhaps the must 
— singly — effective of the whole Play — 

Bidtcr. No— no — not the moat effective of the whole 
Play— 

North. The rival, then, of the Murder Scene— the Sleep- 
Walking stands aloof and aIoftr~to the chance of a true divi- 
nation by the whole Globe audience? I think not. The 
argument is of a vulgar tone, I confess, and estremely literal, 
but it is after the measure of my poor faculties. 

Seward. In oonfirmation of what you say, it has been 
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lately asserted thiit one of the two appearings at least ia not 
Baaquo's — but Duncan's. How is that to be settled but by a 
real Ghost — or Ghosts f 

North. And I aak, what haa Shatspeare bimself undeniably 
done elsewhere? In Henry VUI., Queen Katharine sleeps 
and dreams. Her Dream enters, and performs yarious acts— 
Bomcwhat expressive — minutely oontrived and prescribed. It 
is a mute Dream, which she with shut eyes sees — which you in 
pit, boxes, and gallery see — which her attendants watohiug 
about her upon the stage, do not see. 

Seward. And in Richard III. — He dreams, and so does 
lUchmond. Eight Ghosts rise ia succession and speak to 
Richard first, and to the Earl next — each hears, I suppose, 
what coneems himself — they seem to be present in the two 
Tents at once. 

North. In Cymbeline, Posthumus dreams. His Dream 
enters — Ghosts and even Juhter! They act and speak; and 
this Dream has a reality — for Jupiter hands or tosses a parch- 
ment-roll to one of the Ghosts, who lays it, as bidden, on the 
breast of the Dreamer, where he, on awaiing, perceives it! I 
call all this physicaUy strong, sir, for the representation of the 
metaphysically thought. 

BuUer. If Buller may speak, Buller would observe, that 
once or twice both Ariel and Prospero come forward " invi- 
sible." And in Spenser, the Dream of which Morpheus lends 
the use to Archimago, is — carried. 

Seward. We all remember the Dream which Jupiter sends 
lo Agamemnon, and which, while standing at his bed's-head, 
puts on the shape of Nestor and speaks; — the Ghost of Patro- 
olus — the actual Ghost which stands at the bed's-head of Achil- 
les, and IS his Dream. 

Nordi. My friends, Poetry gives a body to the bodiless. 
The Stage of Shalrspeare was rude, and gross. In my boyhood, 
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I saw the Ghosts appear to John Kemhlo in Eichard III. 
Now they may be abolished with Eanquo. So may be Queen 
Katherine'a Angela. But Shakspeare and hia Audience had 
no difficulty about one person's seeing what another does not — 
or one's not seeing, rather, that which another does. Nor had 
Homer, when Achillea alone, in the Quarrel Scene, sees Mi- 
nerva. Shakspeare and his Audience had no difficulty about 
the bodily represontatjon of Thoughts— the inward by the out- 
ward. Shakspeare and the Great Old Poeta leave vague, 
shadowy, mist-shrouded, and indeterminate the boundaaies be- 
t een tl e Thought and the Existent— the Ileal and the Unreal. 
I m able t b 1 ve with you, Talboya, that Eanquo's Ghost 

s understood by Shakspeare, the Poet, to be the Phantasm of 
tl n urderer s gu Itand-fear-shaken soul; bnt waa required by 
=ihali.speare the Manager of the Globe Theatre, to rise up 
tl rough a trap doo mealy-faced and blood-bonltered, and so 
make the T ble fuli " 

Lidlsr Sewa d do bid him speak of Lady Maebcth. 

le on d Obi ^e me, sir — don't now — after dinner, if you 

11 

^ I I sh 11 merely allude now, as eseeedingly ptietica! 
t e tn nt to ti e dii retion throughout used in the showing 
of L ly "Micl th i ou might almost say that she never takes 
a fati.p n tl e S if^e that does not thriil ihe Tlieotrc. Not a 
waste w d „e t re or look. All at flie studied fulness of 

1 1 me t ly eol p wer — yet all wonderfully tempered and 
g verned I dou! t f Shaltspeare could have given a good ac- 
count ot everyth nj, that he makes Macbeth say — but of all 
that She saya he co Id. 

T Ibnyt. Aa f r as I am able to judge, she but cnce in the 

w! ole PI y loses her perfect self-mastery — when the servant 

surprises her by announcing the King's coming. She answoi-s, 

" thou'rt mad to aay it;" which ia a manner of apoaking used by 

22 
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those wlio eaHnot, or can tiirdly believe tidiags that fill them 
with exceeding joy. It is not the manner of a lady to her ser- 
vant who nnespeetedly announces the arrival of a high— -of the 
highest visitor. She recovers herself instantly. "Is not thy 
master with him, who, wer't so, would have informed for pre- 
paration?" This is a turn coloring her exclamation, and is 
spoken in the most self-possessed, argamentafive, demonstrative 
tone. The preceding words had been torn from her; now she 
has passed, with inimitable dexterity, Irom the dreamed Qaeen, 
to the usoal mistress of her household — to the lioiisewifc. 

North. In the Fourth Act — she is not seen at all. But in 
the Fifth, lo! and behold! and at once we know why she had 
been absent — we see and are turned to living stone by the reve- 
lation of the terrible truth. I am always inclined to conceive 
Lady Macbeth's night-walking as the summit, or topmost peak 
of all tragic conception and esecution — in Prose, too, the crown- 
ing of Pootrj ! But it must be, because these are the i^sksima 
vArhar~jea, the escaping sighs and moans of the bared soul. 
There must be nothing, not even the thin and translucent veil of 
the verse, betwist her soul showing itself, and yours beholding. 
Words which your " hearing latehes" from the threefold abyss of 
Night, Sleep, and Conscience I What placo for the enchantment 
of any music is here? Besides, she speaks in a whisper. The 
Siddons did — audible distinctly, throughout the stilled immense 
theatre. Here music is not — sound is not — only an anguished 
soul's tsiat breathings — gaspings. And observe that Lady 
Macbeth carries — a candle — besides washing her hands — and 
besides speaking prose — three departures from the severe and 
elect method, to bring out that supreme revelation. I have 
been told that the great Mrs. Pritohard used to touch the palm 
with the tips of her fingers, for the washing, keeping candle in 
hand: — that the Siddons first set down her candle, that she 
might come forwanls, and wash hor hands in earnest, one over 
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the other, as if ste were at her wasIi-Land 3tani3, with plenty of 
water in her basin — that when Sheridan got intelligence of her 
design so to do, he ran shrieking to her, and, with tears in his 
eyes, besought that she would not, at one stroke, overthrow 
Drary Lane — that she persisted, and turned the thousands of 
bosoms to marble. 

Talboys. Our dear, dear Master. 

North. You will remember, my friends, her four rhymed 
;,;,tes__uttered to herself in Act Third. They are veiy i-einaik- 

" Nought's had, all's spent, 
Wliers our desire is got wilhout contDiit: 
'Tis safer to be that whicli we destroy, 
Tlian, by deatriicdon, dwell in doubtful joy." 

They are her only waking aeknowledgmeats of having inis- 
taken Hfe! So— they forbode the Sleep-Walking, and the 
Death— as an owl, or a raven, or vulture, or any fowl of obaeone 
wing, might flit between the sun and a erowned but doomed 
head — the shadow but of a moment, yet ominous, for the augur, 
of an entire fatal catastrophe. 

Seward. They do. But to say the truth, I had either for- 
got them or never discovered their eignificacey. that Wil- 
liam Shakspaare ! ■ 

TaHoys. that Christopher North! 

North. Speak so, friends— 'tis absurd, but I like it. 

Talhoys. It is sincere. 

N'lTtli. At last they call him, "black Macbeth," and "this 
dead Eulflher." And with good reason. They also call her 
" his fiend-like Queen," which last expression I regard as highly 



Bailer. And they call her so not without strong reason. 
North. A bold, bad wouian — not a Ficud. I ask — Did she, 



Hosted by Google 



250 (jmuaTOi'OEit undee canvass. 

or did sbe not, "with violent hand foredo her life?" They 
mention it as a rumour. The Doctor desires that all meins of 
self-harm may be kept out of her way. Yet the impression on 
ns, as the thing proceeds, is that she dies of pare remorse — 
which I helieve. She is visihh/ dying. The cry of women, 
annoTinciiig her deafi, is rather as of those who stood around 
the bed watching, and when the heart at ^t touch of the in- 
visible finger stops, shriek — than of one after the other coming 
in and flnding the self-slain — a confused, informal, perplexing, 
and perplest proceeding— but the Cry of Woman is formal, 
regular for the stated occasion. You may say, indeed, that she 
poisoned herself — and so died in bed — watched. Under the 
precautions, that is unlikely — too refined. The manner of Sey- 
ton, " The Queen, my Lord, is dead," shows \a me that it was 
hourly expected. How these few words would seeJc into you, 
did you first read the Play in mature age I She died a natural 
death — of remorse. Take mj word for it — the rumor to the 
contrary was natural to the lip and ear of Hate. 

Talho2/s. A question of primary import is — What is tho 
relation of feeling between him and her? The natural impres- 
sion, I think, is, that the confiding afiecfion — the intimate con- 
fidence^ — is " there" — of a husband and wife who love oae an- 
other — to whom all interests aro in common, and are eoasulteii 
in common. Without this belief, the Magic of the Tragedy 
perishes — vaaishea to me. "My dearest love, Duncan comes 
here to-night." "Be innocent of the knowledge, dewresi cAifC;!;," 
— a marvelous phrase for Melpomene. It is the full union — 
for ill purposes — that we know habitually for good purposes — 
that to me tempers tho Murder Tragedy. 

NoTlh. Yet believe me, dear Talboys — that of all the mur- 
deni Macbeth may have committed, she knew beforehand but 
of ONE — Duncan's. The haunted somnambulist speaJts tho 
truth — the whole truth, and nothiDg but the truth. 
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Talhoys. "The Thane of Kfe had a wife." Does not that 
imply that she was privy to that Murder? 

North. No. Except that she takes upon herself all the 
murders that are the offspriag, legitimate or illegitimate, of that 
First Murder. But we know that Macheth, in a sudden fit of 
fury, ordered the Macduff's to he massacred when on leaving 
the Cave Ijenox told him of the Thane's flight. 

Talbo^s. That is decisive. 

North. A woman, she feels for a murdered woma,n. That 
is all — a touch of nature — from Shatapeare's profound and 
pitiful heart. 

Taffxn/s, "The Queen, my Lord, is dead," "She should 
have died hereafter; There would have been a time for such a 
word" — Ofteu have I meditated on the meaning of these words 
— yet even uow I do not fully feel or understand them. 

North. Nor I. This seems to look from them — " so pressed 
ty outward besiegings I have not capacity to entertain the blow 
as it requires to be entertained. With a free sou! I could have 
measured it. Now I cannot." 

Talboj/s. Gfive us, Mr, a eommentary oa the Revelations of 
the Sleeping Spectre. 

North. I dare not. Let's be cheerful, I ask this— when 
jou see and hear Kemble-Macbeth — and Siddons-Maobeth — 
whom do you believe that you see and hear? I affirm that you 
at one and the same instant — or at the most ia two immediately 
successive instants — yet I believe in one and the same instant, 
~—hnom that you see and hear Kemble— or if that accomplished 
gentleman and admirable actor^ — Macready be performing the 
part — then Macready; — and yet Wiei^e that you see and hear 
Lord Maebeth. I aver that you entertain a mist — confused — 
self-contradietory state of mind — that two elements of thought 
which cannot co-subsist do co- subsist. 

Talboys. Dejure they cannot — de facto they do. 
22* 
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I{orih. Just m. 

Talboi/s.' They co-subsist fighting, and jet hannomziiig — 
there ia half-helief — semi-illuaion. 

Nor^i. I claim the aoknowledgment of such a state — which 
any one who chooses may hotter describe, hut which shall come 
to that effect — for the lowest auhstratum of all science and cri- 
ticism concerning Poesy. Will anybody grant me this, then 
I will restson with him about Toesy, for we be^n with some- 
thing in common. Will anybody deny me tliis, then I will 
not argue with him about Poesy, for we set out with nothing ia 
common. 

BuHer. We grant you all you ask— -we arc all agreed — ■ 
"our unanimity is wonderful." 

North Jjeave out the great Brother and Sister, and take 
the Personated alone I Jcnow that Othello and Desdemona 
never existed — that an Italian Novelist began, and an English 
Dramatist ended them — and tkeie they are. But I do not 
Idieve m then esistenoe, "their loves and woes ?" Tea, I do 
ielieve m their existence, in their loves and woes — and I hate 
lago accordingly with a vicious, unchristian, personal, active, 
malignant hatred. 

Tallof/3. Dr. Johnson's celebrated expression, "all the be- 
lief that Poetry claims" ■ 

BuHer. Celebrated! Where is it? 

TaUioys. Preface to Shakspearc — is idle, and frivolous, and 
false? 

North. It is. lie belies Ms own experience. He cannot 
make np his miad to admit the irrational thought of belief 
which jou at once reject and accept. Bnt exactly the half ac- 
ceptance, and the half rejection, separates poetry from — prose. 

Talhoys. That is, sir, the poetical from the prosMC. 

North. Jiist so. It is the life and soul of all poetry- — the 
lusus — the make-believe — the glamour and the gramaiyc. I 
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do not know—gentJeraeii— I wish to ^^o told, wliether I am not 
throwing away words upon the sotting up of a pyramid which 
was built by Cheops, and is only tore and there crumbling a 
little, or whether the world requires that the position shaU be 
formally arguod and adinowledged. Johnson, as jou remind 
me, Talboys, did not admit it. 

T<dboi/s. That he tells us in bo many words. Has any 
more versed and profound master in criticism, before or since, 
authentically and authoritatively, luminonsly, cogently, explici- 
tly, psjoholo^cally, metaphysically, physiosologically, psycho- 
gogically, propounded, reasoned out, legislated, and enthroned 
the Dogma? 

Mrtli. I know not, Talboys. Do you admit the Dogma i 
Tdlloys. I do. 

Iffnih Impersonation— Apostrophe — of the absent; every 
poeti<,al motion of the Soul; the whole pathetic beholding of 
Niture— involve the secret esistence and necessity of this irra- 
tional psychical state of grounding tiie Logic of Poesy. 
Bulk} (io on, sir. 

No^th I will— but in a new direction. Before everything 
elsp I desire, for the settlement of this particular question, a 
foundation tor, and some progi-ess in the science of Mukder 
Tfa(,epilb 

Bacard I "knov froperlij two. 
SvlJet Two only ? Pray name. 
Sevinrd Thia of Macbeth and Eichard III. 
Bulkr The Agamemnon— the Choephor^— the Eleotra— 
the Medei — 

S< watd In the Agamemnon, your regard is drawn to Aga- 
memnon himself and to Cassandra. However, it is after a 
meawe i prototype. Clytcmnestra has in it a principality. 
Mt.dei stmds eminent— but then she is in the right. 
Btdki In the right? 
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Seward. Jason at least is altogether in the, wrong. But 
we must — for ohyious reasons — disouss fte Greek drama by it- 
self; and therefore not a word more about it now. 

North. Biohard III., and Maobetli and his wife, are in thoir 
Plays the principal people. You must go along with them to 
a certain guarded esteat — else the Play is done for. To be 
kept abhorriag and abhorring, for Five Acta together, you can't 
stand. 

Seward. Oh! that the difference between Poetiy and Life 
were once for all set down— and not only once for all, hut every 
time that it cornea in question. 

Bailer. My dear sir, do gratify Seward's very reasonable 
desire, and once for all set down the difference. 

Seward. You bear suicides on the stage, and tyrannicides 
and other cides — all simple homicide — much murder. Even 
Borneo's tilling Tybalt in the street, in reparation for Mercu- 
tio's death, you would take rather differently, if happening to- 
day in Pall Mall, or Moray Pkce. 

Jforlh We have assuredly for the Stage a qualified scheme 
of sontunent — grounded no doubt on our modem of every-day 
molality — but specifically modified by Imagination — by Poetry 
— for the use of the dramatist. Till wc have set down what we 
do bear, and why, we are not prepared for distinguishing what 
we won't bear, and why. 

Bvikr. Oracular ! 

Seward. Suggestive. 

North. And if so, sufficient for the nonce. Hamlet's uncle, 
Claudius, seems to me to be the most that can bo borne of one 
purely abhorrible. He is made disgusting besides — drunken 
and foul. Able he is— for he won the Queen by "witchcraft 
of his wit :" but he is made endurable by his diminished propor- 
tion in the Play — many others overpowering and hiding bim. 

BuUer. Pardon me, sir, but I have occasionally felt, in 
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tlio course of this conversation, that you were seoMng — in oppo- 
sition to Payne Knight— to reduce Macbeth to a speciea of 
Claudius. I agree with yow in thinking that Shakspeare would 
Eot give a Claudius so large a proportion of his drama. The 
pain would bo predominant and insupportable. 

Mrih. I would fain hope you have misunderstood me, BuUcr. 

BiMer. Sometimes, sir, it is not easy for a plain man to 
know what yon would he at. 

North. I? 

Bulkr. Yea — you. 

North. Richard III. -is a hypocrite— a hard, cold murderer 
from of old— and yet you bear him. I suppose, friends, chiefly 
from his pro-eminent intellectual Faculties, and his perfectly 
courageous and self-possessed Will. You do support your con- 
soieoce — or traffic with il^-by saying all along— we are only 
conducting him to the retribution of Bosworth Field. But, 
friends, if these motions in Maebeth, which look like revealinga 
and breathings of some better elements, are sheer and vile 
hypocrisy — if it is merely his manhood that quails, which his 
wife has to virilify — a dastard and a hypocrite, and no more 

I cannot abide him — there is too much of a bad business, 

and then I must think Shakspeare has committed an egregioua 
error in poetry. Eiohard III. is a bold, heroic hypocrite. He 
knows he is one. He iies t« man— never to his own Conscience, 
or to Heaven. 

Taihoys. What? 

Nor^. Never. There he is clear-sighted, and stands, like 
Satan, in open and impious rebellion. 

Bulhr. But your Macbeth, sir, would be a shuffling Puritan 

— a mixture of Holy Willie and Greenaore. Forgive me 

Seward. Order — ordor — order. 
TcUbo^/s. Chair — chiur — chair. 
Buller. Swing— Swing— Swing. 
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Nm-tk. Mj dear Buller — yon have misunderstood me — T 
assure you you have. Some of my espresaions may Lave bocu 
too stroDg — not sufSoieatly qualified. 

BiiUer. I accept the explanation. But be more guarded in 
future, my desir sir. 

North. I will. 

Buller. On that aasuriinco I ask you, sir, how is the Tragedy 
of Macbeth morally saved? That ia, how does the degree of 
complacency with wMch we consider the two murderei* not 
morally taint ourselves — not leave iis predisposed murderers ? 

M)i-c7i. That is a question of infinite eompaaa and fathom — 
answered then only when the whole Theory of Poosy has heen 
expounded. 

Buller. Whew ! 

North. The difference establiahcd between our contempla- 
tion of the Stage and of Life. 

BuHer. I hardly expect that to he done thia Summer in this 
Tent. 

North. Friends 1 Ubhtanina ind Uehj;iouists shudder and 
shun. They cmaider iiu, Stagt an I Lite as of one inl tin, 
eame kind — loot on both through one ^lass 

BuUer. Eh? 

Nort7i. The Utilitarian will settle the whole question of 
Life upon half lt^, data — the lowest half He accepts Agrieul 
ture, which he understanda logically — hut rcjeeta 1 
which he does not imdoratand at all — because, if you s 
the track of hit, plough, no whejt spimga Assuredly not, a 
different plough muat fuiiow a different soil for that seed and 
that harvest. 

Buller. Now, my dear sir, you speak like yourself. You 
always do so — the rashness was all on my side. 

Seward, Nobody cares — hold your tongue. 

liorfh. The religionist errs from the oppo.site quai'tcr. I^e 
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bringa measures from Heaven to measure things of the Earth, 
He weighi Tlay in the bahnee of Spirit I call him a Eeligiooist 
who ovenuna with religious rules and conceptions things that 
do not come under them — completely diBtmct from tbe native 
fciinplicitj and s vcreignty ot Religion m a pioufly religious 
he lit Both of them are confounders of the leienees which in- 
vesfigalo the Ficti and the I>aw3 of Niture, visible aad invisi- 
ble — subduing inquiry under precLnception 

Suller Was that the Gong — or but thundi,r ' 

Nh,/h The Gong. 

TaUioys. I smell sea-trout. 



Scene III. — Beedde. 
Time — after dinner, 

NOKTH BlTLiER Se WARD — TAI.B0T8 . 



Norili. One hour more — and no more- 

Buller. May we crack nuts? 

M»-th. By all means. And here they are for you to crack. 

JBuller. Now for some of your astounding Discoveries. 

MitA. If you gather the Movement, scene by scene, of the 
Action of this Drama, you see a few weeks, or it may be 
months. There must be time to hear that Malcolm and his 
brother have reached England aad Ireland — time for the King 
of England to interest himself in behalf of Malcolm, and mus- 
ter his array. More than this seems unrequired. But the 
zenith of tyranny to which Macbeth has arrived, and particu- 
larly the manner of describiag the desolation of Scotland by 
the speakprs in England, conveys to you the notion of a long, 
long dismal reign Of old it always used to do so with me; 
so that when I came to visit the question of the Time, I felt 
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myself as if baffled and pnzzled, not finding the time I had 
looked for, demonstrable. Samuel Jobnscn baa bad the same 
impression, but has not scrutinized the data. He goes probably 
by the old Chronicler for the actaal time, and this, one would 
think, must have floated before Sbakspcare's own mind. 

Talbof/s. Nobody can read (be Seems in Englacd without 
seeing long-protracted time. 

" Malcolm. Lei ua neek out EOme dosolalc shade, and tliorc 
Weep out sad bosoms empty. 

Macduff, Let us rather 

Hold fast ibe oiortnl sword, and, like j^ood men, 
Bestride our down-fallen birlhdom : Each new morn. 
New widows how! ; new orphans cry ; new sorrows . 
Strike heaven on the. face, that it resounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell'd out 
Like syllable of dolour." 

Mirth. Ay, TalboyS) that is true Shafespearo. No Poetr— 
before or since — has in so few words presented such a picture. 
No poet, before or since, has used SMc7i words. He writes like 
a man inspired. 

Talboys. And in the same dialogue Malcolm says — 

"I think our country sinks beneath the yoke; 
It weeps, it bleeds ; and each new day a gash 
Is added to her wounds." 

North. Go on, my dear Talboys. Towr memory is a trea- 
sury of all the highest Poetry of Sbakspeare. GrO on. 

Talboys. And hear Eosse, on hia joining Malcolm and 
Macduff in this scene, the latest arrival from Scotland; — 



"JBufdH^. Stands Soodand wh( 


^reitdid? 


Basse. Ala 


IS, poorcountryl 


Almost afraid to know itself! It ca 




Be cali'd our modier, but our grave 


: where notliiiis 


Eut who knows nothing, is once so 


on to smile; 
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Where sigha and groans, and slirielis that rent the nil', 

Are made, not mark'd; where violent Borrow Bcems 

A modern eostaey; llie dead man's knell 

la there scarce Bst'd, Jbr who; and good men's lives 

Expire before the flowers in their caps, 

Dying, or ere they sidten." 

North. Words known to all tho world, yet coming on tte 
car of caoii individual listener with force unwealten'd by fiuni- 
Inrity, prwer increased by repetition, as it will be over all Scot- 
tish bieasts ire seaila. sem^orwm. 

TalLoi/t By Heavens I he smiles! There is a aaroaatie 
■^raile on that mconiprebensible face of yours, sir — of which no 
min m this Tent, I am sure, may divine the reason. 

2\o?ik I was not aware of it. Now, my dear Talboya, let 
HI here Lndeavor to ascertain Shakspeare's Time. Here wo 
liive long time with a vengeance — and here we have short time; 

FOR THIt IS THE riCTTJIlE OP THE StATE 01* PoOR SCOTLAND 
BEPOKE TIIE MURDER OF MACDUPF'S WiPE AKD CHILDREN. 

BvMer. What? 

Seward. Kh? 

North. MaadufE moved by Rosse's words, asks him, you 
know, Talboys, "how does my wife?" And then ensues the 
affecting account of her murder, which you need not recite. 
Now, I ask, when was the murder of Lady Macduff perpetrated? 
Two days^certamly not more — after the murder of Banquo. 
Macbeth, incensed by the flight of Floance, goes, the morning 
after the murder of Banquo, to the Weirds, to know by "the 
worst means, the worst."' Tou know what thoy showed him 
— and that, aa they vanished, he exclaimed — 

"Whore are they? 
Stand aye aocurse 
Come in, without 
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Enier Linos:, 

l,en. What's your grace's wilH 

Macb. Saw you the weird sisters 9 

len. No, my lord. 

jjfofii. Came they not by you ? 

Zm, No, indeed, my lord. 

Macb. Infected by the air whereon they ride ; 
And damii'd all those that trust ihem !— I did hear 
The galloping of horse: Who wae't came by? 

Zm. 'Tia two or three, my lord, that bring you word, 

MaCDCPE is TLS.it TO EuOLAHD. 

Marb. Flad to England? 

Im. Af , my good lord. 

Macb. Time, ihou antioipat'at my dread asploits ; 
The fl^hty pntpoaa never is o'ertoolt, 
Unless the deed go with it; from thia moment, 
The very firstlings of my heart ahall be 
The firstlings of my hand. And even now 
To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought and done ; 
The oastle of Macduff I will surprise ; 
Seize upon Fife ; give to the edge o' the sword 
His wife,hi3 babes, and all unfortunate souls 
That trace his liue. Ho boasting lite a fool ; 
This deed I'll do, before this purpose cool." 

And hia purpose does not cool— for the whole Family are mur- 
dered. When, then, toot place the murder of Banquo? Why, 
a week or two after the Murder of Duncan. A very short time 
indeed, then, intervened between the first and the laat of these 
Murders. And yet from those pictures of Scotland, painted in 
Eugland for our information and horror, we haye before us a 
long, long time, all filled up with butchery over all the land! 
Bnt I say there had been no such butchery — or,anytliing re- 
sembling it. There was, as yet, little amiss with Scotland. 
Look at the liTiking of Acts II. and III. End of Act II., Mac- 
beth is gone to Soone— to bo invested. Beginning of Act III., 
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E iiirjuo says, in suliloquy, ia Piilace of Pores, " Thon Last it 
?iou<." I ask, when is this NOW ? Assuredly just after the 
Coronatiun, The Court was moved from Soone to Fores, which, 
we may gather from finding Duncan there formerly, to be the 
usual Euyal Eesidence. "Enter Maeheth as King." "Our 
grpat Feast" — our "solemn Supp — th lay's Council" — 
all ha^e the aspect of new takng n th st 1 of KoyaJty. 
"I'hou hast it now," is formal — gh d — anl in a position 
that ^vcs it authority — at the ye y 1 g n n f an Act — there- 
fore intended to mark time — a v y p ntmg of the finger on 
the dial. 

Bailer. Good image— short and apt. 

Talhoi/s. Let me perpend. 

Bulkr. Do, sir, let him perpend. 

North. Banquo years "Thou plaj'dst most foully for it;" 
he goes no farther — not a word of any tyranny done. All the 
style of an incipient, dangerous Rule — clouds, but no red rain 
yet. And I need not point out to you, Talboys, who carry Shak- 
Bpeaie unnece^arily in a secret pocket of that straBge Sporting 
Jacket, which the more I look at it the greater is my wonder 
— that Macbeth's behavior at the Banquet, on seeing Banquo 
nodding at him from his own stool, proves him to have been 
then yonng in blood. 

"My slranga and selfabuso 
Is tlie jnitiale feat that waiitB hard use. 
We are yet but young in deed." 

He had a week or two before committed a first-rate murder, 
Duncan's — that night he had, by hired hands, got a second-rate 
job done, Banquo's — and the day following he gave orders for 
a bloody business on a more extended scale, the MacdufEs. But 
nothing here the least like Kosse's, or Macduff's, or Malcolm's 
Picture of Scotland — during those few weeks. For SbaJ^speare 
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forgot wliat the (tug time was — Iiis ovra time — die short li?iie; 
and introduced lortff time at the same time — wKy,' he himself 
no doubt know — and you do doubt, Talbojs, know aJso — and 
will yon have the goodness to tell the "why" to the Tont? 

Talioys. In ten minutes. Are you done 1 

North. Not quite. Meanwhile — Two Cloelrs are going at 
onee — which of the two gives the true time of Day? 

BiiUer. Short and apt. Go on, Sir. 

Narik. I call that an Astounding Discovery. Macduff 
speaks as if he kuew that Scotland Lad been for ever, so long 
desolated by tho Tyrant — and yet til! Eoaae told Mm, never 
had he heard of the Murder of his own Wife ! Here Shats- 
peare either forgot himself wholly, and the short time he had 
himself aasigned — or, with hia eyes open, forced in the I'lig 
time upon the ihort — in wilftil violation of possibility ! All 
silent? 

Ti^hoys. After supper — ^you shall be answered. 

North. Not by any man now silting here— or elsewhere. 

Tallows. That remains (o be heard. 

North. Pray, Talboya, explain to me this. The Banquet 
Boeno breaks up ia moat admired disorder — "stand not upon 
the order of your going — but go at onee," — quoth the Queen. 
The King, in a state of great excitement, says to her — 

"Iwillto-raorrow, 
(Betimes I will,) unlo the weitd sisters : 
More eiiall they speaki for now I am bent to know, 
By the wotat maana, tha worst: for mine own good, 
All causes shall give way ; I am in blood 
Slept in BO fer, that, should I wade no more, 
Eeturning were as tedious as go o'er." 

One might have thought not quite so tedious; as yet ho had 
murdered only Duncan and hia grooms, and to-night Banquo. 
Well, he does go "to-morrow and by times" to the Cave. 
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" miA. By Ilia priddng of my thumbs, 
Eometliiiig wicked this way comcB; 
Open looks, wlioever knocks. 
MaMh. How now, you secret, Black, and midnight Hags V 

It ia a "dark Cave,"— dark at all times— -and now "by times" 
of tte morniag ! Now— obaerye—Lenox goes along with Mac- 
teth—on Buch oecaaiona 'tis natural to wisli "ono of ourselves" 
to bo at hand. And Lenox had been at the Banquet, Had 
he gone to bed after that strange Supper? No doubt, for an 
hour or two— like tiie rest of "the Family." But whether he 
went to bed or not, thmi and there he and another Lord had a 
confidential and miraculous conversation. 

SuUsr. Miraculous! What's Miraculous about it? 
JVarlh. Lenox says to the other Lord— 
"My farmer speeches have but hit your thoughts, 
Whtch can interpret further ; only, 1 say. 
Things have been strangely borne; the gracious Duncan 
Was pitied of Macbeth— roorry he was dead. 
And Ihe rigM valiani Batiquowalked too laM; 
Whom, i/ott may aay, if it please jrotf, Fleamx lalled. 
For FkaneejUdl" 
Who told him aU this about Banquo and Fleanoef He Speaks 
of it quite iamiliarly to the " other lord," as a thing weU known 
in aLl ita bearmgs But not a soul but Macbeth, and the Three 
Murferers themselvts, could possibly have known anything 
about it! As foi Banquo, "Safe in a ditch he hides,"— and 
Fleance had fled The body may, perhaps in a few daya, be 
found, and, tiou^h "with twenty trenched gashea on its head," 
identified as Banquo's, and, m a few weeks, lleanoe may turn 
up in Wales. Nay, the Three Murderers may confess. But 
now all ia hush; and Lenox, unleas endowed with aecond sight, 
or clairvoyance, could know nothing of the murder. Yet, from 
his way of speaking of it, ono might imagine crowncr's 'quest 
23* 
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bad Kitten on the body — and ,the report beea in the Times be- 
tween supper and that after-supper confab! I am overthrown 
— everted — subverted — the contradiction is flagrant — tho im- 
possibility monstrous — I swoon. 

Sutler. Water — ^water. 

Mrth. Thant you, Buller. That's revivifying— I see now 
all objects distinctly. Where was If 0, ay. The "other 
Lord" seems as warloek-wise as Lenos — ^for he looks forwaxd 
to times when 



Giro to ouv tables meat, sleep to our nights; 
Fnefrom ovx feasts and banqvels bloody haves." 

An allusion, beyond doubt, to tie murder of Baiiquo ! A sud- 
den thought strikes me. Why, not only must the real, actual, 
spiritual, corporeal ghost of Banquo sat on ike stool, but "Lenox 
and the other Lord," as well as Macbeth, mw Mm. 

BvMer. Are you serious, sir f 

North. So serious that I oan scarcely hope to recover my 
usual spirits to-day. Have you, gentlemen, among you any 
more plausible solution to offer? All mum. One word more 
with you. Lenox tells the other Lord" 

"From broad words, and 'causa lie fail'd 
His presence at the tyrant's feast, I hear, 
MienujF LIVES is DisaniCE; Sih, can tou teil 
Wheue he bestows himself?" 

And the " other Lord," who is wonderfully well informed for 
a person "sti-ictly anonymouSj" replies that Macduff — 

"Is gone lo pray the holy king, (Edward) on his aid 
To wake Northumberland, and warlike Siwartl." 

Nay, he minutely describes Macduff's surly reception of tho 
King's messenger, sent to invite him to the Banquet, and the 
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Lappy style of that ofE.cial on gottiag tbe Thane of Fife's "ab- 
solute, Sir, not I," and D. I. 0. ! and the same nameless 
" Lord in wailing" saja to Lenox, that 

" thii report 

Hath to exonerate the king, thai he 

Prepares fir sonic attempt of war" 

I should like to know first where and when these two ^fted 
individuals picked up all this information? The king himself 
had told the Queen, that same night, that he had not sent to 
Macduff— hut that he had heard "by the way" that he was not 
coming to the Banquet — and he only leanu the flight of Mac- 
duff after the Cauldron Scene — that is at end of it ; — 

« Macbeth. Come in, without there I 
Etdo" Lenax, 
Lenox. What's your Grace's will? 
Macbeth. Saw you tlie Weird Sisters t 
Lenox. No, indeed, my Lord 

MacbelL Infected be tte air whereon they rida; 
And danin'd all those that trust them I — I did hear 
The galloping of horse : Who was't came by^ 

Ltaox. "Lhtwoor three, my Lord, that irringyou. loord, 

MlCDtTFF IB EtED TO EnBUNI). 

Macbelh. Fcid toEsoiandT' 
For an Usurper and Tyrant, his Majesty is singularly ill-in- 
formed ahout the movements of his moat dangerous Thanes 1 
But Lenox, I think, must have been not a little surprised at 
that moment to find that, so far from the exasperated Tyrant 
having "2>Tepared for some ail&mp of tam^' with England — he 
had not till then positively known that MacdufE had fled I I 
pause, as a man pauses who has no more to say — not for a re- 
ply. But to be sure, Talboya will reply to anything — and were 
I to say that the Moon is made of green cheese, he would say 
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Talboys. If of weeping Parmesan, tken I — of tlie "chccae 
without a tear" — Double Gloster. 

Nbrth. The whole Dialogue between Lenox and the Lord 
is miracuhus. It abounds with knowledge of eventa that had 
not happened — and cmdd not have happened' — on the showing 
of Shakapeare himself; but I do not belieyo that there is an- 
other man now aJive who knows that Lenox and the " other 
Lord" are caught up and strangled in that noose of Time. Bid 
the Poet ? You would think, from the way they go on, that 
one ground of war, one motive of Macduff's going, is the mur- 
der of Eanquo — perpetrated since he is gone off! 

Talhoys. Eh ? 

North. Gentlemen, I have given you a specimen or two of 
Shaispeare'a way of dealing with time — and I can ehoit no re- 
ply. You arc one and all dumh-foundercd. What will you 
bo — where will you bo — when I — 

Bailer. Have announced "all my astounding discoveries!" 
and where, also, will be poor Shakspcare — ^where his Critics ? 

JSforth. Eriends, Countrymen, and Romans, lend me your 
ears ! A dazzling spell is upon us that veils from our appre- 
hension all incompatibilities— «11 impossibilities — for he dips the 
Swan-quO! in Power — and Power is that which yon must accept 
&om him, and so to the utter oblivion, while we read or behold, 
of them all. To go to work with such inquiries is to try to 
articulate thunder. What do I intend? That Shakspeare is 
only to be thus criticised? Apollo forbid — ^forbid the Nine I 
I intend Prologcnjena to the Criticism of Shakspeare. I intend 
mowing and burning the brambles before ploughing the soil. 
I intend showing where we must not look for the Art and the 
Genius of Shakspeare, as a step to discovering where we must. 
I suspect — I know — that Criticism has oscillated from one ex- 
treme to another, in the mind of the country— from denying 
all art, to acknowledging consummated ai-t, and no flaw. I 



Hosted by Google 



CimiSTOPlIER UNDEK CANVASS, 2 1 6 

would fiacl the true Point. Stamped and staring upon tlie front 
of these Tragedies as a conflict. He, the Poet, beholds Life, — 
he, the Poet, is on the Stage. The littlene^ of the Glohe 
Theatre mixes with the greatness of human affairs. You think 
of the trreen-room and the Scene -shifters. I think that ■when 
we have stripped away the disguises and inourobrances of the 
Power, we ehaJl see, naked, and strong, and beautiful, tlio 
statue moulded bj Jupiter. 
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Camp at Cladich. Scene I. — Tlie Wren'^ Nixt. 

Time — Six A. m. 

NoKTH — Talboys — Sewakd. 

l^orih. You recollect the words of Edmund in Lear — 

" A credulous father, and a broliiBr noble, 
Whose natui'fl ia so far fram doing harm 
That he suspects none ; on whose foolish iioncsty 
One's practices riiJe easy." 

Tills is exactly lago with Othello — believing in Yirtue, using, 
despising it. These idolatora of self think the virtuous worship 
imaginary, unreal Gods. But they never doubt the sincerity 
of the worship; and therein show a larger intelligonoe, a clearer 
insight than those other idolators who, shut up in tlicir own 
eharaoter, ascribe their own motives to all; and in virtues can 
see only different shapes of hypocrisy. 

Talboyi. The Devil himself knows better, sir. He knows 
that virtue exists; only he flatters himself that he can undcr- 
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mine its foundations. "And ofttimea does siioceed"-'Seeking 
Evil "as contrary to His High Will wtom we resist!" 

iV(w(ft. Tlie Evil principle at war with the Good. 

Talhmji. In what war soever, sir, you are once engaged, 
you soon feel yourself pledged to it. A few blows given on 
both sides settle you fast, and you no longer inquire about the 
cause. 

Korth. To an avil soul all good is a reproach; therefore he 
wars on it. To the self-dissatiafied the happiness of the good 
reproach ; therefore, if he be thoroughly selfish, he pulls it 






e'a impulse is to throw off pain; and if 
e be there to stay him, he pulls down of 



no pity, no ai 
course. 

North. My dear Talboys, believe me, that for a moment, 
every man has motives fit for a fiend. Perhaps he obeys— 
perhaps rejects them. The true fiend is constant. 

Talboys. Every man baa motives fit for a fiend! I beg 
you to speai for yourself, my dear sir. 

North. I speai of myself, of you, and of lago. What is 
the popular apprehension or theory of the malice disclosed in 
"mine Ancient"— not the Old One, but the Standard-bearer? 

Talboys. Why, the prompt, apt, and natural answer will be, 
he is a Devil. " 

North. And pray what is a Devil? 

Talhoys. lago. 

Nm-&. Don't reason in a circle, sir. 

Talboys. I'd rather reason in a circle, sir, than not reason 
at all. I like reasoning in a circle — it is pleasant pastime in a 
cold, raw morning— far preferable to ascending Cruachan; for 
you are never fer from home, and when tired can leap out at 
your own pleasure, and take some reasoning in a straight line. 
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Norilt. You ate alwaya so pleasant, Talboja, circular or 
zig-zag. Wtence is the malioe in the heart of a Devil ? 

TaUioys. I want data, air. Milton hais givea some historical 
elncidatiou of it; Irat the People reason less, and are no philo- 



Norlh. Hate in a devil is Hie Love io an Angel — uncaused, 
is his natural function — his Essence, his 
Hereia the seraph is a seraph — the fiend is a fiend. 



;vjl! be Thou my good! By Tliee at least 
)ivided Empire wilh Heaven's King I bold, 
ly Thee, and more perhaps than lialf will ceil 



Ubrlh. Prospero calls Caliban a devil — a born Devil. 

Talhoyi. Also a demi-Devil-^aa Othello calls lago. 

ITorth. The Philosopher knows — in hamaniij/ — of no bora 
devil. He follows, or tries to follow, the causes which have 
turned the imperfect nature into the worst. The popular sense 
takes things as it finds them, and acknowledges "horn devils," 
lago being one, and "of the prime." The totality of monster 
ia the moral world aeema to that nnphiloaophieal, sincere, and 
muoh-to-the-pttrpoae intuition, expressed under the image of a 
iialivHy. The popular senae recognizea a temper of man which 
elects evil for evil's aake — which inflicts pain, because it likea 
to see pain suffered — which destroys, becauae it revels in misery. 

Talhoys, Coleridge calls lago'a "a motiveless malignity." 
He hated Othello for not promoting him, but Caasio. That 
aeema to me the real, tangible motive — a haunting, goading, 
fretting preference—an affront — an insult — a curbing of power 
— wounding him where alone he ia senaitive — in self-esteem 
and pride. Sec his contempt for Oassio as a book- warrior — and 
"for a fair life" — simply like our notion of a "milksop." 
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Why Othello, who so prizes liim for his honesty as to call him 
ever "honest lago," keeps him down, I have not a guess — 

Nm-ih. Haven't you. And pray what right have you to 
interfere ■with the practice of promotion in the army of the 
Venetian State? 

Talhnys. I cannot approve of this particular instance — it 
looks like favoritism, Othello fancied (Jasaio — Oassio was the 
genteeler young fellow of the two — the hetter-horn — lago had 
risen from the ranks — and was a stout soldier — 

North. You don't take your character of Oassio from lago? 

Tcdhoi/s. I do. lago was a liar — hut here I think he spoke 
trutii — there is uothing in the Play iudieating that Oassio had 
seen much service — he had never been at Oyprus — nor any- 
where else — ho had never seen a Turk — he had nevei- — 

North. Hold yout tongue. 

Talhoys. A move disgraceful Brawl — 

North. Hold your tongue, I say. 

Tcdboys. Don't keep pouring out your esouses for him, sir, 
with such overwhelming voluhility — it won't do. He knew 
his own wretched head. "I have very poor and unhappy 
hrains for drinking," yet drink he would, — "I have drunk but 
one oup to-night, and that was craftily qualified too" — worse 
than shirking — "behold what innovation it makes here," — and 
yet he would not join the Teetotalers. On ton such a Lieu- 
tenant ! lago wai an ill-used man. 

Na>-l^: Talboya — 

'falboT/s. that ceaseless volubility! Shakapeare after- 
wards makes lago say that Oassio "has a daily beauty in his 
life." Where do we see it? In his liaison vii& that "fitchew?" 
From pleading with the Divine Desdemona on a question to 
him of life or death, to go straight to sup — and sleep with 
Bianea ! 

North. Othello','; ".Now thon art my Lieutenant," shows 
24 
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the iniporlance meant bj Shakspcaro to be attaclied to tliQ 
previous ojipreasion — or " holding down" of lago. Alas I how 
that allooution instigating lago to murder by more than a 
promise of promotion, sadly lowers Othello to me — I hardly 
know why, I feel a descent ii-om his own passion to a sym- 
pathy with lago'a desire to step into his superior officer's shoes. 
I can fancy that Shakspeare meant this. Ay, that he did; for 
I believe that turbulent passion, in some of its moods, lowers 
-T^egrades — debases a great and generous nature. 

Talhoys. lago was jealous of Othello. He siys he was, 
and either believes it, or tries to believe it. His own woids 
intimate the doubt, and the determination to believe Malig- 
nity and hate indulge in giving acceptance to slight grounds — 
such be says, in his own coarse way, was the rumour — ani per- 
haps it was true — 

Korth. Certainly it was false. High characters, is Cono- 
lanus. Hotspur, Othello, are, by a native majesty of spirit, 
saved and esaltcd from the pursuit of iUioit pleasure. 

Talboys. They are. But let his jealousy of Othello — sin- 
cere or assumed — or mixed or alternating-— enter as an ele- 
ment into the hatred. 

Horlh. Let it. lago was, you said truly, a stout Soldier — 
and I add, a hard, unfeeling, unprincipled Soldier. Of all 
trades in the world, that of a Soldier is the worst and the best 
■ — witness an lago — an Othello. The same trade helped to 
make both. lu Othello we almost see Wordsworth's Happy 
Warrior — in lago one — 

"Yet ill he lived, miicli evil saw, 
'Mongst men to whom no beltei law 
Not better life was known; 
Delibe lately and undeceived, 
Those bad men's vices he received 
And gave them Lad; his own!" 
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Tou ave convinced, without i hint, that he is infidol — atheist : 
ererjthing shaped like religirai, like moral conscience — hia 
mind shakes off and icjeets witli scorn. He does not, however, 
as I said, distelieve m Vutues He believes in them, and nsea 
them to the destrui,tioii of the havers. What he dishelieves is the 
worth of Virtues. To that savage Idol, Self, the more bleeding 
and noble victims, the more grateful the sacrifice. 

Talhoj/i. A singular combination in him, sir, is his wily 
Italian wi(^-like lachimo s— an 1 his rou^l —soldierlike— plain, 
blunt, jovial manners — the tone of the Camp, and of the wild- 
living, reckkss Camp — plenty of hardihood — fit for toil, peril, 
privation. You never tor i moment doubt Lis courage — ^his 
presence of mind — his resour q°. — ht, d es not once quail in 
presence of Othello at h 3 ufu t f rj He does not stir up 
tlie Lion from without, through the birs of his cage, with an 
invisible rod of iron — that la a whip of scorpions; he lashes np 
the Wild Beast, and flinches not an inch from paw that would 
smite, or tusk that would tear — a veritable Lion Qaellor and 
King. 

North. I cannot but believe that tUe OtlicUo of Shakspeara 
is black, and all black. I cannot conceive the ethnography of 
that age drawing — on the stage especially — the finer distinction 
which we know between a Moor and a Blackamoor or Negro. 
Tlie opposition, entortalned by nature, is between White and 
Bkok — not between White and Brown. Tou want the opposition 
to tell witli all its power, " I saw Othello's visage in his mind" 
is nothing, unless the visible visage is one tj be conquered— to 
be accepted by losing sight of it. I say agun, that I cannot 
myself imagine the cotemporary audience of Shiispeiie decid- 
ing color between a Moor and a Negro. The tra litiun of tie 
Stage, too, seems to have made Othello jLt black ''uch, I 
opine, was the notion of the Moor, iheii, to tlie People, to tJie 
Court, to the Stage, to Sbakspearo. 
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Talhoys. Wooly-headed 'i 

North. Why, yes — if you cIioosg — in opposition to the 
"ciii'ledtJarlinga." 

Talho^s. Yet Coleridge has said it would be "somelliiDg 
monstrous to conceive this beautiful Venetian girl falling in 
love with a veritable Negro." 

North. Coleridge almost always thought, felt, wrote, and 
epoke finely, as a Critic — but may I venture, in all love and 
admiration of that name, to suggest that the removal which the 
stage makes of a subject from reality must never be forgotten. 
In life you cannot bear th t th Wh't Woman shall marry the. 
Black Man. You could n t b th t n English Lady Des- 
demona — Lady Blanche H d — h 11 — under any imagin- 
able greatness — marry h IT t or the Duke of Mar- 
malade. Your senses r It w th ft e and loathing. But 
on the Stage some eouac n th t rjthing is not as lite- 
rally meant as it seems — th t yrab 1 of humanity, and not 
actual men and women, bet y u — saves the Play. 

Tfdho^s. I believe th t ^ d w th line — 

"The gentle Lady married lo Ihe Moor," 

expresses explicitly the feeling of the general English heart — 
pity for the contrast, and a thought of the immense love which 



North. White and Black is the utter antithesis — as, at in- 
tensity, Night and Day Yes — Talbojs — Every jot of sift you 
take from his coraples on you take an iota iiom the "igmlied 
power of love. 

Talhoys. As j u '(ly sir the gap which is betwten the 
Stage and Reahty mu'it pievent, m our hearts anything hke 
loathing of the conj mction 

North. Thp t ich cf such in en of ion w ulcl inml tlie 
whole Tragedy \ disparity or i d =ciepency, ij^ft t niisto 
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rious — ^but wLicli love, at the fuU, is entitled to overlook — 
ovcratep ! Whether Fate dare allow prosperity to a union oou- 
taining so mighty an element of disruption, is aoother question. 
It seems like aa attempt at overruling the "Sterna foedera 



Talboi/s. Eor half an hour after her death, Othello b 
her guilty. You must take it for a representation of what his 
feelings would have been, if she had really been guilty. 

Horth. Unless the fact of her innocence have a seeret po- 
teney that i-eaches, through all appearance and evidence of her 
guilt, into his innei-most soul. Be that as it may, he is, after 
the deed,. perplexed and unmanned, totally tinlike a man who 
Jiaa performed a great sacrifice to the offended gods. You may 
say that the convulsion of uptoro love is too fresh, and that ho 
would in time have regruned his strength — that had she been 
guilty, the first half-hour must have been just what it was, 
AU I know is, that his mind first becomes dear, when he knows 
her innocent. Then he is, in a measure, himself, and sees his 
way. Ilad she been guilty, he would have lived two years 
with a stem, desolate soul — not harsh, perhaps, to honest folks, 
though — and have then fallen in battle. 

Talboyn. But how is lago afieeted by the blaeknessf No 
doubt, with more ha(« and aversion at being commanded by 
and outshone by him. High military rank and command — 
high favor by the Senate — high power and esteem in the world 
— high royalty of spirit — happiness in marriage — all these in 
Othello are proper subjects of envy, and motives of hate in lago. 
The Nigger ! 

North. Antipathy of bad to good — of base to noble — exac- 
erbated by physical antipathy of color! But I never could 
fathom the hate and malice and revenge of lago. 

Talboys. It is unfisthoinablc— and therefo)-e fit agent in 
Twgedy. 

24* 
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JSforth- Even ao. I don't Relieve tliat Shalcspeare always 
means you to be able to lay motives in the balance and weigh 
them. Far otherwise. 

Talboffs. Ay — ^Think how the Murder of Duncan leaps up, 
Hell-born, into the heart of Macbeth — at the breath of the 
Weird- Sisters I 

North. Perhaps. Poetry shaping out an action, distin- 
guishes herself, amongst other points of distinytion heroin, from 
History, that while she shows lucidly and of her own clear 
knowledge, the concatenation of Cause and Effect, yet passion 
and imagination require the indefinite. There is then a conflict 
of claims and powers ; and the part of lo^c Js hence imperfectly 
rendered. You see the river sweeping by jou, without Itnow- 
ing all the springs that have fed it. 

Talboj/s. Say that again, sir. 

North. There IS the hatred — a tragical power, which the 
Poet is principally concerned to use — less to explain. 

Talbot/s. You said, sir, the noble Moor must have been 
much disennobled ere he could have cried to lago, "Now thou 
art my lieutenant." 

North. I did, and you think so too. 

Talhoi/s. I do. Othello and lago ai-e joint conspirators to 
two double murders. Can you conspire to a murder— a private 
assassination — without lowering yourself — even on the Stage ? 
Othello takes on himself the murder of Desdemona — act, respon- 
wbility, consequences; but does he not seem to hire lago to 
assassinate Cassio? 

Nor&. What did Othello intend to do— after all was accom- 
plished? Consequences indeed! He was stone-blind to the 
future. What does he espect f that when he has killed his 
wife, everything is to go on as smoothly as before? That no 
notice will be taken of it? or that he will have to make another 
speech to the Senate? He has told them how he married her 
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— the counterpart will lie to relate "a plain nnvarnislied talc of 
my whole course" of smothBriiig and stabhing her with holster 
and dagger. "Now thoti oit my lieutenant" — shows — if not 
Btone-blindne^ — a singular confidence in the future. 

ToZhoys. The Personages who come in at the End loot at 
the matter contrariwise. Othelio exalts the killing of his wife 
into a sacrifice to Justice. But Cassio? That ia mere— pure 
Eevenge. " that the slave had forty thousand lives, — one 
is too poor, too weak for my revenge." 

JVoTiA. Upon what pedestal does Othello stand nom — engag- 
ing another to kill Cassio in the dark, for his own revenge? I 
repeat it, surely the Noble Moor is now very much disennobled. 

Talboys. I rejoioe, my dear sir, that you have so completely 
got rid of that nasty cough — your voice is ^ dear as a bell. 
Lungs sound — 

North. As those of a prize bagpiper. Talhoys, I cannot 
help thinking that Shakspeare shows up in Otiello foul pas- 
^ona — that you see in him two natures conjoined — the moral 
Caucasian White, and the animal tropical Black. In the 
Caucasian, the spiritual or angelical in us attains its manifcsta- 
lion. In the offspring of the tropics, amongst the sands, and 
under the suns of Africa, the animal nature t^es dommition 
The sands and suns that breed Lions, breed Men with Lion^ 
hearts in them. The Lion is fjr himself notk, but blood of 
the Irrational in the veins of the Eationil is i contradiction 
The noblest moral nature and the hot blind rage of animal 

Talhoi/s. Ay, the noblest mordl nature, and high above 
every other evidence of it, his love of Her — which, what it wis, 
and what it would have remuned, or bL&omo— ind whit hu 
was and would have been, had lagi not leen there — we miy 
imagine! With all the Powei ot a wiiiiii, anl j uiki he 
has the sensibility of a Lovci— with ill sponlantous di^ity 
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and nobility, lie has tlie self-mastery of reason — before Hs 
overthrow. 

HortJi. Wherefore, my clear Sheriff, I prefer Othello as a 
specimen of the Ethical Mxrvehus. Like, as ia another king- 
dom, a Winged Horse or a Centaur — the meeting of two natures 
which readily hold asunder. All this has imdor the ^thiop 
complexion its full force — less if you mitigate — if not mitigate 
merely, but take away, where are wo all? The innate repug- 
nance of the White Christian to the Black Moorish blood, ia 
the ultimate tragic substratum^ — the " must" of all that follows. 
Else — mafte Othello White — and, I say again, see where we 

Talbogs. Shakspeare, sir, is not one to flinch from the 
utmost severity of a Case. 

A'brth. Hot he, indeed — thciefore I iircai- Othello is a 
Blackamoor. 

Talhoj/s. And I take it, sir, that Othello's natural demeanor 
is one of great gravity, to which the passionate moods induced 
aie in extremity of contrast. I conceive that by these mixtures 
and contrasts, he is rendered picturesque and poefieal. 

JVbrt7t. I swear Othello was a Blackamoor — and fkat Des- 
dcmona was the Whitest Lady in Europe. 

Talboys. Had he lived to be tried for murder, I think bis 
counsel might have successfully set up the plea of insanity. 

North. They might have successfully set it up — but I, the 
Judge, would have successftilly put it down. Honestly, I don't 
think Othello mad; and for this reason, that the thought never 
before came into ray head. An incident that appears to me most 
wonderful in dramatic invention is — the Swooning. Look at the 
precise words preceding his falling down. To me it has no other 
effect or sense, than that of the blood being driven up into the 
head, and oppressing with physical pressure that bodily organ 
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— the bmn. The soil 1^ hi dj liL. L mm d 
knocks it down. 

Talhoi/s. Ay, how h w d w — Th n 1 

now"— from a man 1 1 n h p f l> 1 g 

There is to me a phys If n h w ds 1 h 

play upon the words 1 m h h &c k-ll I g 

fa-n. 

North. Good. Bilhl bdy d ulfOhU — 
or the relation hetwee b d d 1— 1 pliy I g Hy 
right and sound. Th w g ff— h ac d 

of an hour— the mind 1 f il 1 d m 1 1 

You must recollect tha m nd f p m phj 1 (m y 

onesay so?) and moral p w — midhwldh bn 
atrong and calm through tbe Russian Campaign of Napoleon — 
is not in a day stricken into a state which requires the medical 
skill and attention of Dr. Willis. Othello had an immensely 
strong pbydcal constitution undoubtedly — bad be not, the ad- 
yentures related would, long ago have estingaisbcd bim. This 
is one meaning of that sudden and strange narrative which 
children are taught by rote, and which men may not have quite 
fathomed; but a strong body and strong soul conjoined do not 
lightly admit of disjunction. Madness, properly so called is 
a disjunction, in some way or kind, of the natural union between 
soul and body. A few days disrupt the ties in the aged Lear. 
Ton may think that in Othello— I suppose -^tat. 40 or 45 — 
the ties would bear some wrenching of the rack, ere snapping. 
I think that they held firm. 

Talboys. Trae, sir, insanity would even detract iiom the 
moral majesty and splendor of Othello. 

Mrih. It would. The time comes back to me when I did 
•mt care for the Phi/ or the Man. The Play now seems to me 
wonderful, more even than Hamlet or Leai— and the Man, m. 
poetical invention, a match for Achilles or Satan, 
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Talhoys. Sir — sir. 

North. Passion in the blood like that of a 
right in the soul as of Socrates or Epaminondas. Yes, 'J 
the Majesty of the Moral soul in Othallo seems to me the most 
pvophetio, or divining or inconceivable of Shakspcarc's con- 
oep lions. 

Talhoys. Nay — nay — my dear sir. 

Nor&. Everything else might seem to offer its own reason — 

Talhot/s. Nay — nay — my dear sir. Compare the gross 
Hamlet of Saxo Grammaticua with Ours. 

Niyflh. Well, do — but Othello — ^you don't know whence 
he is derived. He is a tropical animal — kindred to tlie lion — 
the tiger — the dragon — and, on the other hand, he has the ra- 
tional equipoise of the faculties that stamp the Philosopher — 
and he is everything between the two. 

Talhoys. An Eloge, indeed — perhaps a leeth too eulogistic. 

North. No. What a simple sincerity colors the narrative 
of his love-making ! Is your imat/^naiion bewitched by the 
wild story of his adventurous life ? Hers, doubtless, was fasci- 
nated. But your soz<Z, mothinks, is won to approving the 
Venetian Maiden's choice by a profounder, a more legitimate 
charm. Who ever heard Othello relate, and hung back from 
believing hira? He is honest and she is honest That is the 
bond whereby the Pnrca, united then bouIi <tnd their threads 
Why they disunited both — how that infernal intervention t 
Laehesis and Atropos cr sscd their pile s uh a th i f ue 
conjunctioa, let !_lotho— if she can — iell 

Talhoys. Let 8 I e moie cheerful 
Mrfft Ay— let s 

Talboys Othello show« thjt our fi-Jid — our excellence — 
our capioity of hippmesa — lies ill m Love. That our light 
m wluch wt wall — our light which we give forth — is Love. 
Ill, drchi ^ thi5 l)j clLQ^m^ to this Itol 1 — by having it — by 
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losing it — lay recovering it. The self-eonsolousness of Otiiello 
returns to its unison with universal being — with heaven's hai-- 
mony of the worlds. Ii^ denies this Good — never acknow- 
ledges it — although he serves involuntawly to demonstrate the 
truth — of which Othello perish^ the self-sacrificed witness. It 
is great, air, in the Tragedy, but in Him the House of Love 
is divided ag^nst itself. His jealousy, child of his love, lifts 
up a parricidal hand, wounds and is wounded — ^but onlj unto 
its own death. And what is the feeling left by the catas- 
trophe? 

North. Say, my friend, say. 

Talhoys. Peace — rest— repose — depth of tranquillity — like 
the sea stilled from storms. 

North. The charmed calm that reflects heaven. 

TaXhoys. Peace grounded in this proved thought — that 
liOVB IS BEST. Of all the Persons, whose stars will you ac- 
cept to be your own ? If you are a man, Othello's; if woman, 
the wronged and murdered Desdemona's, Study for ever the 
two closing and summing up veraes — " I Kssei^ thee ere I 
Tdlled thee; no way but this— Killing myself to die upon a 
kiss!" To gather np all the terror that is past, as if not only 
the winds were upgathered like sleeping flowers, but upgathered 
into the sleeping flowers. I don't know how to avoid com- 
paring — all alike as the characters are — the end of Eoraeo and 
Juliet — Lear and Cordelia — Othello and Desdemona. I neyer 
can separate them. LoTE the mightiest torn asunder in life — 
reunited in death. Love— the solaoe of lapsed and mortal 
humanity. 

North. Lend the Old Hobblcr your arm. 
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Scene lI.~PavSion. 

Time — After breaJcfast. 

North — TALBors — Sewabb — Bullee . 

North. NOW FOE THE GRANI> INQUIRY. 

How long think jou was Othello Governor of Cyprus, and 
Desdemona tlie GeneraJ's wife? 

Talhoys. How long? Why somo weeks, or some montlia; 
quarter of a year, half a year, a year. 

North. A most satisiaotory answer indeed to a simple ques- 
tion. How long have I been Commander of the forces at 
Cladiohl 

Talho^s. Tents pitched on the 14th May 1849— This ia 
the 21th of June Ditto. You, like Miohaol Caasio, are "a 
great arithmetician"— and can calculate the Days. 

North. That's precise. Lef s have some small attempt at 
precision with respect to the time at Cyprus. 

Talhoys. Well then — a month — Two Months. 

Norili. And jou are a Student — a Scholar— in Sliakspeare ! 

Talboys. What the ace do yoa mean f 

Norili. Just Two Days. 

Talboyi. What the deuce do you mean? The Man has 
lost his Senses. 

North. Who? Shakspeare ? 

Talhoyi. Really, sir, you are getting daily more and more 
paradoxical — and I begin to tremhlo for your wits. 

Norili. See that your own have not gone a wool-gathering, 
Talboys. Two Months! For two Months read Two Days — I 
insist on it. 
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TciIho>/s. Gentlemen, the caso seems serious. What would 
you propose 1 

Seward. Let's heat the Sage. 

Mrih. Open Shaispeares. Act II. — Sceae I. 

Bulhr. All ready, sir. 

NorA. A Searport Tovm in Cyprus — ^not Nicosia, the 
capital of the Island, which is inland — thirty miles from the 
Sea — bnt Eamagusta. 

Talboys. So says in a note Malone — what's that to the 
purpose? 

North. I wish to he precise. Ship ahoy ! 



" The ship is here pul in, 
A Veronese; Michael Cassio, 
Lieutenanl to ilis watlike Moor, Olhello, 
Is come on shore," — 
Nbrlh. 

My topes do shape him for the GoTemor." 
£uUer. 

" TiB one lago, Ancient to the Genetiil." 

TaBo!/s. 

" The ciohesof the ship is come on shore I" 

Buller. 

" Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your Itnees. 

JSTorih. 

The Moot 1 1 know his trumpet." 

There's the power of poetry for you— I do pity poor prose. 
The searheaoli — town — fortifications — aU crowded with people 
on the gaae-out^-Zoj- hours. For ships on the stormy sea. 
But not a slip to be seen. Ohediont to the passion of tiie 
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people, one stip after anotlier appears in tlie offing — salutes 
and is saluted — ^is within tlie Bay — inside the Breakwater — ' 
drops anchor — the diyine Desderaona has landed^ — Obhello has 



" O my soul's joy ! 
If after every tempest comes suoli calms, 
May llie winds blow till they have ivaken'd death ! 
And let the lahoiin^ batl: climb lillls of seas 
Olympua-high ; and ducit again as low 
As heU'fi from heaven 1" 

all in five minutes — in three micutes — in one minute — in no 
time — in less than no time, 

Talboys. What'a your drift? 

N<yrih. Handle Sliakspeares ! Scene II, — A Street — On 
tie day of Othello's arrival — the Proclamation is issued " that 
there is full liberty of feasting for this present hour of Five, 
till the bell has told Eleven" — For besides the mere perdition 
of the Turkish Meet, it is the " celebration of his nuptials." 

Talhoyi. We aO know that — go on, 

Sewa/rd. His nuptials 1 Why, I thought he had been mar- 
ried at Venice ! 

North. Who cares what you think? Scene III. — A Hall 
in the Castle — and enter Othello, Desdemona, Cassio, and at- 
tendants. Othello says — 

" Grood Miohael, look you to Iha gimrd to-nighf ; 
Let's teach ourselves that honorablo slop, 
Hot to outsport discretion." 

And before retiring for the night with Dcsdomona, ha 



" Michael, good night ; To-morraii) with ow earliest, 
Zet me kai>e spceckviilli you." 
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Talhoys. Why lay you such empkasia on these unimportaut 
words? 

Norili,. They are not tmimportant. Then comes the Night 
Brawl — aa acheraed hy lago. Othello, on the spot, caahieis 
Cassio — and at that very moment, Dcsdemona entering dis- 
turbed, with attendants, ho says— 

"Look if my gentle loya is not rais'd up. — 
Come, Desdemona; 'lis the soldiers' liife, 
To have llieir balmy slumbers wak'd with strire." 

lagoadrises the unfortunate Cassio to " confess himsalf freely" 
to Deaderaona — who will help to put him in hia place agmn— 
and Caaaio replies — " betimes in the morning I will beseech tJie 
virtuous Desdemona to widertalee for me: I am desperate of 
mi/ fortttties, if dm/ ehech me here; — and the Scene concludes 
with these woi-ds of lago's — 

" Two tilings are to be done.— 
My wife must move for Cassio to her mistress; 
niselberoni 

Jifysslf, the while, (o dram the Moor apart, 
.Smi bring Mmjtimp mhea kc may Caiiiojmd 
Solidtmg Ms vtifi : Ay, ihafa Ihe way ; 
Bull tiot dance by eddmes and delay." 

" By the mass, 'tds ijiorning," quoth lago — and Act II. closes 
with the dawn of the Second Bay at Cyprus. Tou don't deny 

Talhoys. Nobody denies it — nobody ever denied it — nobody 
ever will deny it. 

North. Act Third. Now for Aca III. 

TaTboys. Our sis eyes and our sis ears aro all wide awake, 

Nordt. It opens before tbo Castle — as tlie same momhuj is 
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pretty well advanced — and Oassio is ordering some i 
to play " Grood-raorrow, General." 

Talboi/s. On the same morning ? I am not sufo of that, 

I^orfh. Nobody denies it— notody ever did deny it — nobody 
ever will deny it. 

Talho^s. Not so fast, sir. 

North. Why, you slow coach ! Oassio says to the Clown, 
who is with the Musicians, "There's a poor piece of gold for 
thee: if the Gentlewoman that attends the deneral's wife he 
stirring, tell her, there's one Cassio entreats her a little favor 
of speech;" — and as the Clown goes off, lago enters aad saya 
to Gaaaio — 

" You kav. !ioI b(xit a-bed, theit?" 
And Cassio answers — 

"Wliy, noj the day bad broke 
Be/ore we pitted, 1 have made bold, lago. 
To send in to your wife. My suit to her 
Is, that she will to virtuous Leademona 
Procure me some access. 

lago, I'll send her lo you presently; 

And I'll devise a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converse and business 
May be more free." 

Emilia then eaters, and tells Caasio that all will aooa be well 
— " the General and his Wife are talking of it — and she speaks 
for you stoutly." — 

Talboys. All this does not positively imply that the pre- 
ceding night was the night cf the Brawl. Caasio, though 
originally intending it, on reflection may have thought it to 
precipitate to apply to Desdemona the very nest day; and 
there is uothing improbable in his having been with lago till 



Hosted by Google 



CHRISTOPHER UNDER CANVASS, 203 

daybreak on some subsequent night. It is not quite clear, 
then, that the Third Act commenoea on the morning after 
Oassio'a dismissal. 

NoTlh. rash and inconsiderate man I 

Tidho^s. Who is? 

N'Mh. You. It is not quite clear I I say 'tis clear as mud 
or amber. lago has with such hellish haste oonceiYcd and 
executed his machinations, that Cassio has been cashiered some 
few hours after landing in Cyprus. In the pride of success, 
he urges on Cassio to apply without delay to Desdemona in the 
morning. We see the demi-devil determined to destroy — " By 
the mass, 'tis morning — pleasure and action make the hours 
seem short." lago may have gone to bed for a few hours — 
Cassio had not—" You have not been a-bed, then." " Why, 
no; the day had broke before we parted." The time of the 
end of Second Act, and of the beginniug of Third Act, are thus 
connected as firmly as words and deeds can connect. You say 
there is nothing improbable in Cassio's having been with lago 
till daybreak on some subsequent night? Why, who tho devil 
cares to know that Casao had not been to bed on some other 
night? His not having been to bed on this night is an indi- 
cation of Ais anxiety, and lago'a qnestion is a manifestation of 
Ms malevolence cloaJied with an appearance of concern. In each 
case an appropriate trait of character is brought before us; but 
the main purpose of tho words is to fix the time, which they 
do without the possibility of a doubt. They demwistrate that 
the Third Act opens on the morning immediately subsequent 
to the night oa which Act Second closes. This morning 
dovetails into that night with an exactness which nothing 
could improve. 

Talhoys. Why so fierce, my good sir? 

North. Kerce! I may well be fierce. What! Cassio's 
a cool before morning— lago' s desire to 
25* 
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cliive him on to his destruction cool too — and both walk away 
witiout further heed — and when next seen, after an interval of 
some weeks or months, talking about not having been in bed 
during some other night on which nothing particular has bap- 
pan ed 1 Bah ! 

Talhoys. Su", I do not like to see you so much exoited. 
You mistake me — I was merely, at your bidding, assisting joti 
in your espiscatton of the Time — we are at one about it. 

North. My dear Talboys, for^ve me-— my irascibility is a 
disease — 

ToMk^s. Health — health — exuberant health of mind and 
body — May you live a thousand years. 

JSforth. The Third Act, then, you allow, opens on the morn- 
ing of the day following the night on which the Second Act 
closes. 

Talboys. I not only allow, my dear sir, I insist on it. Let 
me hear any man deny it, and I will knock the breath out of 
his body. Proceed, sir. 

North. Obstinate ? I never called you obstinate, my dear 
Talboys. "Well — ^let me proceed, with you for an ally. In 
this same scene, First of Act Third, Cassio says to Emilia, 

" yet, I beseech you, 
If you think fit, or llmt it may be done. 
Give me advantage of some brief discourse 
With DesclemoEa alone." 

And Emilia says to him, 

■^ Pray you, oome in ; 
/ will heslaw yau vihere you shall have time 
To apeak your bosom freely. 

Cassia. I am much bound to you." 

And off they go t-o sue to the gentle Desdemona. 
Talboys. Alas ! somewhat too gentle. 
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m>rih. Tiien follomi Scene H. of Act III.— a very short 
one— let me read it aloud. 

" A Somi in the CiisUe," 
Enter Othillo, Ugo, and Gfvlkm&a. 
Othello. These letters give, lago, to the paol; 
And, by him, do my duties to the State ; 
That done, 1 will be walking on the worksi 
Eepoic there to me. 
lago. Well, my good Lord, I'll do't. 

Othflb. This fotlifioation, gentlemen,— shall we see't^ 
Gaa. We'll wait upon your lotdsliip. [Exnmt." 

That this Scene is on the same day as Scene Second— and with 
little intermission of time— is too plain to require proof. 
Othello here sends off his first dispatches to Venice by the pilot 
who had brought him safely to Cyprus, and then goes out to 
inspect the fortification. That is in the natural course of things 
—such a scene at any subsequent time would be altogether 
without meaning. 

TalboT/s. I cannot see that, air. 

North. None so blind as they who will not see. 

Talboys. There again. 

North. What do yon want, Talboys ? 

Talhoi/s. Haye the goodness, my dear sir, to pause a 
moment — and go back to the close of the Scene preceding this 
short one. Then and there, Cassio, as we saw, goes into the 
Caatlo with Emilia, " to he lestowed" that he may have an op- 
portunity of asking Desdemona to intercede for him with Othello. 
But " to be bestowed" may mean to Lave apai'tments there — 
and he may have been living in the Castle for several days, 
with or without Othello's knowledge, before that short Scene 
■which you have just now quoted. 

Nwih. Living in the Castle for several days ! With or 
without OtheUo's knowledge I Prodigious! All that Cassio 
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asked was, " the advantage of some hrief discourse^" and, that 
te miglit have that advantage, Emilia gave him apartments 
in tlie Castle I And there we may sappose him living at rack 
and manger, lying p^dv. in the Governor's House! EmDia 
was a queer customer enough, hut she could hardly have taken 
upon herself the responsihility of aeoretiiig a man under the 
same roof with Desdemona, without the sanction of her Mistress 
— and if with her sanction, what must we think of the " gentle 
Lady married to the Moor?" Talhoys, you are quizzing the 
old Gentleman. 

Talltn/s. I give it up. 

Nor^i. Tho short Scene I quoted, then, im/modiately fol- 
lows the preceding — intimo; and that short Scene is manifestly 
introdnoed by Shakspeare, merely to get Othello out on the 
rarapaits with lago, that lago may hring the Moor " plump on 
Cassio soliciting his wife." Scene Thihd Oe Act III. Un- 
furl. 

Talbo^js. Ay, ay, sir. Seme Third of Act III Hat is 
the Scene of Scenes. 

North. Scene Third of Act III., accordingly, shows us Des- 
demona, Cassio, and Emilia' before tho Oastlo — and while Cassio 
is "soliciting his wife" — "enter Othello and lago at a dis- 
tance." 

"Emilia. Madam, here comes 

My Lord, 

Cassio. Madsni,!'!! talie my leave. 

Desdemona. Why slay, 

And bear me spenk. 

Cassio. Madam, not nnw : I am very ill al ease— 
Unfit for niy own purposes. 

Desdemona. Well — well — 
Do your diseretion. [Eci( Casgro." 

Down to this osit of Cassio, we arc on the morning or forenoon 
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of tie Second Day at Cyprus. Every word said proves wc are. 
Caasio'a parting words prove it. " Madam, not now — I'm very 
ill at ease — nafit for niy own purposes." He had been «p all 
night— had been drunk— cashiered. He sees Othello coining 
— bis heart sinks— and he retreats in shame and fear — " unfit 
for his own purposes." 

Talbot/s. Eh? 

Mrih. In Scene First of Act III., Emilia tells Gassio that 
she will do a particular thingr-do it of course— gitwrn pJ-tmum 
— as a thing that requires no delay, and demands haste — and 
in Scene III. she appears having done it. In Scene Firat she 
tells CasMO that she will bring him to spea^ with Desdemona 
about bis replacement — and in Scene Third, before the Castle, 
we find that she Las done this. The opportunity came imme- 
diately—it was made to her hand— all that was necessary was 
that Othello should not be present— and be was not present. 
He had gone out on business. Now was just the nick of time 
for Cassio to bespeak Desdemona'a intercession, and now was 
just the niok of time on which that intercession was by him 
bespoken. Nothing could be more nicely critical or opportune, 

TalboT/s. Between us, air, we have tied down Scene III. of 
Aot Third to the Forenoon of the Second Day at Cyprus. 

North. We have tied down Shaispeare thus far to Shobt 
Time at Cyprus- and to Short Time we shaU tie him down 
till the Catastrophe. Othello muhdered Desdemona that 

VERY NIGHT. 

Tcdbo7/s. No — no — no. Impossible. 

JSforfh. Inevitably — and of a dead cei'tainty. 

Talboya. How — how, sir? 

Nm-ih. Why will an Eagle be an Owl? 

Talho^s. A compliment and a banter — 

North. Why, you Owl! wo have just scon Cassio slink 
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away — all is plain sailing now — Talbojs — for lago by four 
words seals lier doom 

Ila! I like not that I 

Oh II W a dost thou say 1 

lai^o N I ng my lord : oc if — I know not what 

Oh!lo Was not that Cassio patted from my wife ? 

I go Cas nyLocd? No, sure; I cannot tljinl; it, 
Tl a 1 e I i eal away so guilly like 

Seeing you coming." 

Mark what follows — thero ia not a momant of intermission in 
the Acfion down to end of this Scene Third of Act Third, 
which jou well call tho Scene of Scenes, by which time Othello 
has been convinced of Desdemona's guilt, and has resolved on 
her Death and Cassio's. 

Tdlhf^i. Not a moment of intermission ! Let's look to it 
— if it indeed be so — 

Norsk. See — hear Desdemona pleading for Cassio — see, 
hoar Othello — saying — "Not now, sweet Desdemona;" and 
ihen again — " Prythee, no more : let him come when he will 
I — will deny thoe nothing." And again— 

" I will deny thee nothing. 
Whereon, I do Ijeseetth Ibce, grant me this, 
To leave me but a little to myself. 

Des. Shall I deny you? no: Farewell, my lord. 

[Exit wilh Emilia:' 

Turn over leaf after leaf — without allowing yourself to read 
that dreadful colloquy betweon the Victim and his Destroyer — 
but letting it glimmer luridly by — till Desdemona comes back 
— and Othello, under the power of the Angel Innocence, ex- 
clauns — 

" If she be false, 0, then heaven mocks ilsein— 
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TalLoi/s. I bohokl !iKrI I tenr her yoit 
low, an excellent thing in woman." 

"Why is j'Out speech so faint? are yovi not 
Olh. I have a pain upon ray foielieat 
She drops that fiital handkerchief — 

" I am very aotiy ihat you are not wi 

What touoMng words! They go out together — ignoiant she 
that her husband hath heartache, worse than any h 
North. Both to lie effectually otired ihat night h j — hi 
Talboi/s. By blooding? 
Mrth. Ton Owl — yea. 

Talboys. A sudden thouglit strikes me, sir. Desdsmona 
has said to Othello — 

" Tour dinner, and ihe generous Islanders 
By you invited, do attend your ptesenoe." 

How's this? This looks like long time — 

North. It may look what it chooses — but we have ;proved 
that we are now on the forenoon of the Second Day at Cyprus. 

Tolhoys. Would it not have been treating them too un- 
ceremoniously to have seut round the cards of invitation only 
the night before? As far as I have been able to learn, they 
have long boon in the habit of giving not less than a week's in- 
vitation to dinner at Cypras. In Glasgow it is commonly three 
weeks. And why "generous?" Because they, the Islanders, 
have ^ven a series of splendid entertainmente to Othello and 
his Bride. 

North. Wo nonsense, m. Othello had done what you or I 
would have done, had either of us been Governor of Cyprus. 
He had invited the "generous Islanders," immediately on his 
landing, to dine at the Oastle "nest day." Had he not done 
so, he had been a hunks. " Generous," you know, as well as 
I do, means high-born — men of birth — not generous of enter- 
tainments. 
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TaJloi/a. Trae, too. Bat how oomes it to be tho diiiner 

M>rth. People dined in those days all England over, about 
elevea A. M. — probably they dined still earlier in the unfashion- 
able region of Cyprua. Ton are still hanliering after the heresy 
of long time — hut no more of that noio — let U3 keep to our 
demonstration of short time — hy-and-by jou shall see the Gen- 
tleman with the Scythe — the Scythian at full swing—as long 
SB yourself. 

Talhoys. I sit correoted. Go on. 

Korth. Othello and Deademona have just gone out — to do 
the honors at the Dinner Table to the generous Islanders. He 
must have been a strange Chairman — for though not yet abso- 
lutely mad, his soul was sorely changed. Perhaps he made 
some apology, and was not at that Dinner at all — perhaps it 
was never eaten — but we lose eight of Kim for a little while; 
and Emilia, who remains behind, picks up the fatal hankerohief, 
and, with a strange wilfulness, or worse, says — 

'Til have ihe work ta'en oul. 
And gjve't lago." 

lago snatches it from hei- — and in soliloquy says — 

"i wUI in CflEEio's loclgings lose this napkin, 
And let liiin find it," 

" This may do something, — 
The Moor alrsady chnngBB with tha poison : 
Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, poisons, 
Which at the first, are scarce found to distaste ; 
But, with B little, act upon the blood. 
Burn like the mines of sulphur, — I did say so : — 

Enter OrtiELto. 
Lookl where hs coniesl Not poppy.nor mandragora. 
Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world, 
Shall ever medicine thee to thai tiiieel sleep 
WhicJi tliim D\c'dfl yeslerdny." 
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Then folluws, witlicut break, all tte reat of this dreadful Third 
Scene. The first dose of the poison — the seeonclj and third, 
and fourtli — are all given on one and the same day. The 
mineral has gnawed through all the ooata of the stomach — and 



He has 
word for it. 
waa then we ci 
"what a diffe 
and Sunday 1 



) murder Her — all in one day. We have lago'a 
Yesterdai/ his sleep waa sweetr— how happy he 
n imagine — how miserable he is now we see — 
•ence to Mm," and in him, between Saturday 



"O, blood I lago, blood 1 

Now by yond' marble heaven, 
In the due rsverenee of a Banted vow, 
I liere engage ray words. 
la^. Do not rise yet. 
Witness, you ever-burning lights above] 
You elements, that clip us round about! 
Witness, that here lago doth give up. 
The exsouUon of his wit, hands heart, 
To wrong'd Othello's service ! Let him c 
And to obey shall be in me remorse. 
What bloody work soever," 



Thou Great original Short-Timeist 1 
art Thou. But let us look at the close of this dreadful Third 
Act. 

" Otkella, I greet thy love. 
Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance toiinteous, 
And will upon tlie instant put thee lo'l: 
Within tktse three days let me heat thee aay 
That Cassio's not alive. 

lago. My friend is dead; 'tis done at your request; 
But let her live. 

Olhslk. Damn her, lewd minj:! 0,damn lierl 
Come, go with me apait; I will withdraw. 
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To furnish me Willi some awifl means of deatTi 
To the fair dovil. Now art tfioii my lieutenant. 
lago. I am your own for ever," 

In three days — at the longest — for Cassio; — but lago under- 
stood, and did it that very niglit. And swift means of death 
for the feir devil were in Othello's own hanck—'S.y—lie 
smothered her tliat night to a dead certainty — a dead certainty 
at last — though his hands seem to have faltered. 

Niyrfh. In the nest Scene — Scene IV. — we find Desdemona 
anxious about the loss of the handkerchief, hut still totally un- 
apprehensive of tho Moor's jealousy — 

" Who — he t I think the sun, where ho was horn, 



Othello enters, saying, " WlH my gocd Lady,"— and mutters 
aside, "Oh! hardness to dissemhle, — and very Ul he does 
dissemble, for he leaves Deblemtna ani Emilia amazed at hia 
mad deportment, the latter exeliimm^ — " Is not this man 
jealous?" lago had told Othello of Cassio's possessing the 
handlcerehief in the previous feceno, and Othello tidies the first 
opportunity, (Aaf3onjeij/iternoon,to ascertain for himself whether 
Bhe had parted with it. Would he have let an hour elapse 
before making the inquiry? Can it he for a moment imagined 
that he passed days and nights with Desdemona without at- 
tempting to sound her regarding this most pregnant proof of 
her guilt ? This Scene concludes the Third Kcit-—and the time 
is not long after dinner. 

TaXbmfs. All this \mag proved, it is unnecessary to scru- 
tinize the oonaecution of the Scenes of Acts Fourth and Fifth. 
— lag&s wm-h is done — one day has sufficed — and what folly 
to bring in long time after this — ^when his presence would have 
been unsupportable — had it not been impossible. Death must 
follow doom. 

North. Death mitstfollme doom. In these four words you 
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have settled tbo question of time. Long time seemed necessary 
to change OthoHo into a murderer — and all the world hut jou 
and I helieve tliat long time there was; but you and I know 
better — and have demonstrated short time — for at the end of 
tiie "dreadful Third Act" Othello is a murderer— and what 
matters it now when he really seized tte pillow to Bmother 
her, or unsheathed the knife ? 

Tailors. It mattera not a jot. But he did the deed that 
same night — or he had not been Othello. 

North. There agala — or he "had not been Othello." la 
these four words, you have settled the question of time — ^now 
and for ever. 

Talboys. It would be a waste of words, sir, to seek to prove 
by the consecution of the Scenes in Acts Fourth and Fifth — 
though nothing could be easier — that he did murder her that 
very night. 

North. Very few will suffice. Act IV. be^B a little be- 
fore supper-time. Bianoa enters in Scene I. inviting Cassio 
to supper — "An you'll come to supper to-night, you may." 
If anything were wanting to connect the closing Scene of Act 

III. with this opening Scene of Act IV., it is fully supplied by 
Bianea, who at the end of Act III. gets the handkerchief, in 
order that she may copy it, and in the scene of this IVth Act, 
oomes back in a fury. " Let the devil and his dam haunt you 
— what did you mean by that same handkerchief you gave me 
even now? I was a fine fool to take it." Cassio had given it 
to her a little after dinner, and Bianea, inviting him to supper, 
says he had given it to her even now. This Scene I. of Act 

IV. ends with Othello's invitation to the newly-arrived Lodo- 
vico — "I do intreat that we may sup together." Scene IT. 
comprehends the interview between Othello and Emilia; Othello 
and Desdemona — Desdemona, Emilia and lago. The whole 
do not occupy an hour of time — they follow one another natu- 
rally, and the action is continuous. Scene III. shows Lodovieo 
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and the Noble VenetiaDs still at the Castle— but now it ia a/ier 
supper. Lodovico is departing — 

" I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself do farther. 
OtMlo. pardon me ; 'twill do me good to wallc, 
O Desderaotia I 

Oes&niona. My Lord ? 

Othello. Get you to bed on the mslant, 1 wUl be relumed forthimth," 

Desdemona obeys — the bed-scene follows — and she is murdered. 
What say you, Seward ? 

Seward. " 1 say ditto to Mr. Burke." 

JVoj-(A. Buller? 

BuUer. I say ditto to Mr. North. 

North. Why have both of you been so silent? 

Seward. I knew it all before. 

TaHoffs. Wliat a bouncer! 

Suller. I never speak when I am busiing Flies. There's 
a Professor for you — (six red and sis blaek) — pretty full in 
the body — long-winged — liker eagle than insect — sharper than 
needle— rand with barb " inextricable as the gored Lion's bite." 
Lunch-gong, To the Deeside. 

North. Yerdict: Desdemona Muedered by Othello on 
THE Second Night in Cyprus. 



Scene EII. — Deeside. 

Time — At and after Lunch. 

North — Talboys — Seward — Bdllbk. 

North. Having demonstrated Short Time AT Cyprus, let 
us now, if it please you, gentlemen, show forth Long Time AT 

CiPKHS. 
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TaTboya. With all out heart. We have demowti-ated the 
one, let us showfoi-Hi. the other, 

kordh. And as, in our Demonstration of Short Time, we 
kept Long Time out of sights-excluded him from the Tent— 

Bdlm: Pardon me, sir. I for one was heginning to feel 



North. How? 

BvM^. In that contraction and expansion of the jaws de- 
noted by that most expressive and oharacteristio word Yaws; 
for Seward and I were but listeners. 

North. I don't believe you heard one word. 

B>dler. I did — several; and spoiled a promising Palmer Jn 
idly trying to audit your discourse at the interesting point of 
quarrel— jwst as you, sir, threw yourself back on your Swing, 
with an angry jerk, and Talboys started up, " like Teneriffe or 
Atlaa removed," endangering the stabaity of tho Tent. 

Nm-ih. My dear Talboya, I was saying to you, when rudely 
interrupted by Buller, that aa in our demonstration of Short 
Time at Cyprus, we, purposely and determinedly, and wisely 
kept Long Time out of sight, on account of the inextricable 
perplexity and confusion that would otherwise have involved 
tho argument, so now let im, in showing forth Long Time at 
Cyprus, keep out of sight Short^-and then shall we finally 
have before our ken Two Times at Cyprus, each firmly esta- 
blished on its own ground— and imperiously demanding of the 
Critics of this gicat Ti-agedy— KeconcOement. Keconcilement 
it may be beyond their power to give— but let them first see 
the Geeat Fact which not one of the whole set have seen— 

HAND IN HANB ONE DAY AND UNASSIGNED WEEKS ! The 

oondition is altogether anomalous — 

Talhoys. A Day op the calendar, and a Month oe 

THE calendar! No human soul ever dreams of the dreadful 

sayings and doings all coming off IN a day! till he looks— tiU 

26* 
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he is niado to look — as we have made Seward and Buller to 
look — for they heard every word we said — and finds himself 
DMled by Act and Scene. 

North. To some fifteen hours. 

BvlUr. I thought you were going to show forth LoEg Time 
at Cyprus. 

North. Wbj, there it is, staring you in tho face every- 
where — you may see it with your eyes shut — and as most 
people read with their eyes shut, they see it — and they see it 
only— while — 

Bnll&r. Why, sir, since you won't get on a little faster, 
Talhoys and I mast be Ushers to Long Time. 

North. Be~do. 

TaUio^s. Long time cunningly insinuates itself, sei-pcntwise, 
throughout Desdemona's first recorded conversation with Cassio, 
at the beginning of Scene IK., Act III. — the "Dreadful 
Scene." Thus — 

" Assure thee, 
If I do vow a friendship, I'll perform it 
To the last article: my lord shall never rest; 
I'll watch him tame, atid talk him out of patience ; 
His bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift ; 
I'll 1 ate rm ingle everything he does 
With Cassio's suit; Therefore be merry, Cassio; 
For thy solicitor shall rather die 
Than give thy cause away." 

This points to a protracted time in the future — and thoug 
announcing an intention merely, yet somehow it leaves an im- 
pression that Desdemona carries her intention into effect— that 
she does, " watch him tame," docs make his " bed seem a 
school" — does "intermingle everything she does with Cas- 
sio's BTiit." The passage recurred to my mind, I recoUeot, 
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when you first hinted to me the question of time ; and no doubt 
it tells so on the minds of many — 

M)rih. Inconsiderate people. 

Tfdhoyi. All people are more or less inconsideraf*, sir. 

North. True. 

Talboi/s. Then Desdemona says — 

I have been lalking wUh a sailor here, 
A man that langmshea in yoar dispkasure." 

I cannot listen to that line, even now, without a feeling of the 
heart-sjctnesa of protracted time — " hope deferred maketh the 
heart sick" — languishes! even unto death. I think of that 
fine line in Wordsworth — 

"So fadoa — !0 languishes — grows dim, and dies." 

S&wmrd. Poo ! 

North. Seward, the remark is a fine one. 

Talloys. Far in this Scene, Othello sajs to lago — 

" If more tliou liost perceive, let me no more : 
Set on lliy wife to observe." 

lago has not said that he had perceived anything, hut Othello, 
greatly disturhed, speaks as if lago had siud that he had per- 
ceived a good deal; and we might heliove that they had been a 
long lime at Cyprus. Othello then says — 



In all this, air, we surely have a feeling of longish tune. 
Seward. Poo ! 
Niyfth. Heed him not — English manners. Wo have — 
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That we can call those del 
And not their appetites." 



This is the language of a some time married mau — not of a 
man the morning after his nuptials. 

North. The Handkerchief. 

Talloys. Ay — Emilia's worda. 

" I am glad I have founii this napkin ; 
This was her first remembrance from ihe Moor — 
My wayward husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to steal it; but she so loves tlie tolien, 
(For he conjured her she would ever keep it,) 
That she reserves it evormoro about hei', 
To kiss, and talk to." 

Hoi-e wo have long time, and no mistake. lago has wooed her 
to steal it a hundred times? When aad where? Since their 
arrival at Cyprus. 

Seward. 1 don't know that. 

Talboys. Nor do I. But I say the worda naturally give us 
the impression of long fimo. In none of his soliloquies at 
Venice, or at Cyprus on their first arrival, has lago once men- 
tioned that Handkerchief as tho chief instrument of his wicked 
design — and therefore Emilia's words imply weeks at Cyprus — 

" What will yoa give me now 
For that same handkerchief? 

lago. What handkerchief? 

Emilia. Why, that the Moor first ga^ 
That which so oflcn you did bid me atei 
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" What senaa had I of her Stolen hours of lust ! 
1 saw it not.--thought it nol — il harm'd not me — 
I slept the nixt night well— y/oi free eoid merry ; 
I found not Cassio's kisses on her lips." 

Next night — ^night after night — many nights — many wedded 
nights — long time at Cyprus, 

Nbrlh. And then Casaio'g dream. 

Talboyi. "I lay with Oassio— Jafciy." Where, but at 
Cyprus? "Cursed fate! that^ut^ thee to ilie Moor." 

Seward. Of that by-and-by. 

Talhoys. Of that now. What? 

Seward. By-and-by. 

North. Better be aSdumb dog, Seward, than snarl so. 

Talhoys. And on Othello going off in a rage about the 
handkerchief — whatsaith Desdemona? 

These few words are full charged with long time. 

North. They are. And Emilia's—" Tis not a year or two 
shows us a man." True, that ia a kind of general reflection — 
but a most foolish general reflection, indeed, if made to a Wife 
weeping at her husband's harshness the day after marriage. 

Talhoys. Emilia's " year or two" cannot mean one day — 
it implies weeks — or months. Desdemona then says — 

" Something, sure, of atate, 
Mlha-Jrom Venus, or some unhatch'd practice," &o. 

Does not that look like long time at Cyprus? Unlike the lan- 
guage of one who had herself arrived at Cyprus from Venice 
but the day before. And in continuation, Desdemona's 
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Nor of Ihem look for such obsetvancea 
As fit the bridal." 

And that thought hringa sudden comfort to poor Desdemona, 
wbo says sweetly — 

" Beshrew me much, Emilia, 
1 was (unhandsome warrior aa I am). 
Arraigning his unkjndness with my soul; 
But now, r Und, I had subom'd the witness, 
And he's Indicted falsely." 

That is — why did Ij a married woman some months old, forget 
that the hoaey-moon is gone, and that my Othello, hero as he 
—but a hushand? " Men are not 



Nbrih. AndBianca? She's a puzzler. 
Talbo^s. A puzzler, and something moro. 

" Biimca. Saye you, friend Caesio ! 

Cassia. What maka you from home % 

How ia it with you, my most iiiir Bianca ? 
I'faith, sweet love, I was coming to your house. 

Bianco. And 1 was going to your lodging, Cassio. 
What ! keep a week away t seven days and nights 1 
Eight score eight hours J And lovers' absent hopts, 
More tedious than the dial eight score times t 

weary reoiioniugl 

Cassio. Pardon me,Eiancaj 

1 have this while with leaden flioughts been presa'd ; 
But I shall, in a more conlinuate time, 

Strike off the score of absenoe." 

Here the reproaches of Bianca to Cassio develop long time. 
For, besides his week's absence from her house, there is im- 
plied the preceding time necessary for contracting and habitually 
carrying on the illicit attiichment. Bianca is a Cyprus house- 
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hoHerj Oassio sups at her liouse; Ma intimacy, which has 
various espre^ioTia of continuaiioe, has been formed with her 
there; he haa found har, and grown acquainted with her there, 
not at Venice. I know it has been suggeated that aho was hia 
mistress at Venice— that she came with the squadron from 
Venice; and that her last cohabitation with Caaaio had taJren 
place in Venice about a week ago— but for believing this there 
ia here not the slightest ground, " What ! keep a week away ?" 
would be a strange esolauiation, indeed, from one who knew 
that he had been but a day on shore— had landed along with 
herself yesterday from the same ship— and had been a week 
cooped up from her in a separate berth. And Eianoa, seeing 
the handkerchief, and being told to " take me this work out," 



This is some token from a newer friend. 
To the felt ojasijce tiow I/ed a cauif." 

"To the felt absence," Eight score eight hoursi the cause? 
Some new miatross at Cyprus— not forced separation at sea. 

North. Then, Talboys, in Act. IV., Scene I., Othello is 
listening to the couTersation of lago and Caasio, which he be- 
lieves relates to Ms wife. lago says — 

" She gives it out that you sliall marry her ; 
Do you intend ill 

Cassia. Ha ] ha I ha ! 

Otkillo. Bo you triumph, Boraani Do you iriumpli' 

logo. Faith ! the cry goes, tlmt you shall mm-ry her. 

Cassia. Pr'ytliee, say true. 

logo. I am a very villain else. 

Othelh. HaveyouscoiEBME? "Well." 

That is, have you marked me for destruction, in order that you 
may marry my wife ? Othello believes that Cassio is said to 
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entertain an intention of marrying Desdemona, and infera tliat, 
as a preliminaiy, lie roust be put out of the way. This on the 
first day after marriage? No, surely — long time at Cyprus. 
Talhoys. lago saya to Cassio, 

" My Lord is fallen into an epilepsy ; 
This is his second fit : he had one yesterday. 
Cassio. Kub iiim about the temples. 
logo. No, forbear; 

The lethargy must have his quiet course: 
If nol, he foams at moulh ; and, hy-and-by, 
Bleaks oul to savage madness." 

This is a Ke — ^but Oa^io helieves it. Cissio louli not hwe 
. therefore lago would not have told it, had 
ly" been the day of the triumphant, loyfulj and happy 
arrival at Cyprus. Assuredly, Cassio knew that OfheUo had 
no fit &at day; tlxat day he was Othello's heutenaut — logo but 
his Ancient — and lago could know nothing of iny fits that 
Cassio know not of — therefore — Long Time. 
Mrth. 

"For I will make him tell the tale anew, 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when, 
He hath — and is again to — " 

He does so — and Othello believes what he hears Cassio tell of 
Bianca to be of Desdemona. Madness any way we take it — 
but madness possible only — on long time at Cyprus. 

Talboi/s. Then, sir, the trumpet announcing the arrival of 
Lodovico from Venice, at the close of lago'a and Othello's 
murderous colloquy, and Lodovico giving Othello a packet eon- 
taining— his recall! 



What are we to make of that ? 
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I^arth. The Recall, except after considerable time, would 
make t]ie policy of tie Senate frivolous— a thing Shakspeare 
never does, for tlie greatness of political movementa lies every- 
where for a support to the streBgtli and power of his tragical 
fable. Half that we know of Othello out of the Scenes is, that 
he is the trusted General of the Senate. What gravity his 
esteem with you derives hence, and can we bear to think of 
him snperseded without cause? Had Lodovioo, who brings 
the new commission, set off the day after OtheUo from Venic*? 
No. You imagine an intercourse, wHch has required time, 
between Othello, Mace his appointment, and the Senate. "Why, 
in all the world, do they thus suddenly depose him, and put 
Caesio in his place? You cannot very well think that the 
next measure of the Senaf«, after entrusting the command of 
Cyprus, their principal Island, to their most tried General, in 
most critical and perilous times, was to displace him ere they 
hear a word from him. They have not had time to know that 
the Turkish fleet is wrecked and scattered, unless they sit he- 
hind Scenes in the Green-room. 

Talboi/s. We mnst eonclude that the Senate must give 
weeks or months to this New Governor ere interfering with 
him.— To recall him before they know he has reached Cyprus 
—nay, to send a ship after him next day— or a day or two 
following his departure— wonld make these "most potent, 
grave, and reverend Signors," enigmas, and the Doge an Idiot. 
What though a steamer had brought tiding back to Venice 
that the Turks had been "banged" and "drowned?" That 
was not a sufficient reason to order OtheUo back before he 
could have well set his foot on shore, or taken more than a look 
at the state of the fortifications, in case the Ottoman should fit 
out another fleet. 

Mrih. Then mark Lodovico's knguage. He asks, 
Othello strike his wife— as well he may — " Is it his use 
27 



Or 
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did the letters " work upon his blood, and new-oreate tliis fault f" 
And lago answers, "It ia not honesty in me to apeak what I 
have semi and known." Lodovico saja, "The noble Moor, 
whom our Senate call all in all suffiolent?" Then they have 
not quarreled with bim, at least — nor lost their good opinion 
of him I lago answers, " He ia mach changed ?" What, in a 
day? And again — "It is not honesty in me to apeai: what I 
have seen and known." What, in a day? Lodoyico comes 
evidently to Othello after a long separation— such aa affords 
room for a moral transformation; and lago's words— lies as 
they arc — and seen to be lies by tho most unthinking person — 
yet to refer to muoh that has passed in an ample time — to a 
continued course of procedure. 

Mrth. But in all the Play nothing is so conclusive of long 
time as the Second Scene of the Third Act. 

"Othello. Yoti have seen nothing ihen? 

EmUia. Nor ever heard ; nor ever did suspect, 

OiMb. Yes, you have seen Cassio and she mgelher. 

Emilia. But then 1 saw no harm ; and then I heard 
Eaob syllabte, that brealh made up between them. 

Olhelb. What, did they never whisper? 

EmOia. Never, my Lord. 

Othello. Nor send yoii out o' iho way^ 

Emilia. NeTer. 

Othello. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her mask, nor nothing ? 

Emilia. Never, my Lord. 

Othello. Thafs strange." 

If all this relates fo their residence at Cyprus, it indicates many 
weeks, 

Seward. Ay — if. 

NoTlJt. What wicked whisper was that? Did you whisper, 
BuUer? 

Buller. No. I have not once whispered for a quarter of a 
century — My whispering days have long been over. 
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Nm-ih. Tlien a word about EmiUa. " 1 prytliee, let thy 
wife attend on her," says Othello, going on hoard at Venice, 
to lago. In the slight way in which such arrangemeata can 
b« touched, this request is conclusive evidence to Emilia's being 
then/rsi plaoed about Desdemona's person. It haa no sense 
else; nor is there the slightest ground for supposing a prior 
acquaintance, at least intimacy. What had an Ensign's wife 
to do with a Nobleman's daughter? and now she is attached 
aa an Attendant. Now, consider, first, Emilia's character. She 
seems not very principled, not very chaste. She gives you the 
notion of a tolerably well-practiced Venetian Wife. Hear 
lago's opinion, who suspects her with two persons, and one on 
general rumor. Tet how strong her affection for Desdemona, 
and her faith in her purity 1 She witnesses for her, and she 
dies for her I I ask, how long did that affection and that opinion 
take to grow? a few days at Venice, and a week while they 
were seasick aboard ship? No. Weeks— months. A gentle 
lady once made tome that fine remark, — "Emilia has not 
much worth in herself, but is raised into worth by her contact 
with Desdemona — into heroic wortli !" "I care not for thy 
g^ord — I'll make thee known, though I lost twenty lives." 
And that bodeful " Perchance, lago, I will ne'er go home 1" 
what docs it mean? but a dim surmise, or a clear, that what 
she will disclose wiU bring tke death upon her from his dagger, 
which it brings. The impure dying a voluntary martyr for 
the pure is to the highest degree affecting— is the very manner 
of Shakspeare, to express a principal character by its influence 
on subordinate ones— has its own moral sublimity; but more 
than all, for oui purpose, it witnesses time. Love and Faith, 
and Fidelity, won from her in whom these virtues t^e to be 
first created ! 

Se-wm-d. Very fine. My dear sir, you aro not angry with 
me? 
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Talboys. Angry. Not te. Look on Ms face — how mild I 

North. Othello in his wrath, eallg Emilia " a close t-lock-and- 
key of villanouB secreta ; and jet she'll kaeel and pray; I have 
seen her do't." Where and when? It could only have heen 
at Cyprus; and Mch language denotes a somewhat long at 
tendance there on Desdemona. 

Seward. Ingenious — and hetter than so, 

Nbr&. "Somo of yonr fuDotJon, mistress," renewed to 
Emilia — when, after conversing with Desdemona, Othello ia 
going out — is his treatment of one whom he supposes to have 
been serviceahle to hia wife's and Cassio's amour. Where? 
There, only there, in Cyprus, hy aU witnessing, palpahly. 
Sha could not before. He speaks to her as ^profeidonal in 
auoli services, therefore long dealing in ttera; hut this all 
respects this one intrigue, not her previous life. The wicked 
energy of the forced attribution vanishes, if this respects any- 
thing but her helpfulness to his wife and her paramour, and at 
Cyprus— there — only there. Nothing points (o a farther back 
looking suspicion. lago's "thousand times committed" can 
only lengthen out the stay at Cyprus. Othello stiO believes 
that she once loved him — that she has fallen to corruption. 

Bulkr. Antenuptial? 

Nbrik. Faugh I Could he have the most horrible, revolting, 
and loatliBome of all thoughts, that he wedded her impure? 
and not a hint given of that most atrocious pang? Incredible 
— impossible! I can never believe, if Shakspeare intended an 
infidelity taking precedency of the marriage, that he would not 
by word or hy hint have said so. Think how momentous to 
our intelligence of the jealousy the date is; not as to Tuesday 
or Wednesday, but as to before or after the nuptial knot — 
before or after the first religious loosing of the virgin zone. 
That a man's wife has turned into a wanton — hell and horror! 
But that he wedded one — Pah ! Faugh ! Could lago, could 
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Othello, could Stakapeaie have left this point in the chronology 
of guilt to be argued out doubtfuUj? No. The greatest of 
Poets for pit, boxes, and gallery, must have written inteliigiblj 
to pit, bosea, and gallery; and extrication, unveiled, after two 
hundred and fifty years, by studious men, in a fit of perplexity, 
cannot be the thunderbolt which Shaltapeare flung to his 
audience at the Globe Theatre. 

Talloys. You remember poor, dear, sweet Mrs. Henry Sid- 
dons — the Desdemona — ^how she gave utterance to those words 

" It was his bidding— Uierefore, good Emilia, 
Give me my niglilly wearing, and adieu; 
We must nol now displease liini. 

Emilia. I would you had never seen him I 

Desdemona. So would not I ; my love doth so approve him, 
That ereii his slubbotnness, his checks, and frowns, — 
Pryihea unpin me, — have grace and favor io them. 

Emiha. 1 liave laid those sheets you bade me on the bed. 

Desdemona. All's one: Good fallier! bow foolish are our minds! 
If I do die before ihee — pt'ythee sliroud me 
Iq one of those same sheets." 

The wedding sheets were reserved. They had been laid by 
for weeks — months— time long enough to give a saddest cha- 
racter to the bringing them out again — a serious, ominous 
meaning — disturbed from tiie quietude, the sanctity of their 
sleep by a wife's mortal presentiment that they may be her 
shroud. 

Norffh. Ixmg time established at C]/prus. 

■TV*c^— Desdemona muedeked by Othello heaven 

KNOWS IVHEN. 
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Scene IV.—Fhe Grove. 

Time — After Ztmch. 

North — Talbots — Seward—Bulleh. 

Seward. On rising sir, to 

North. Sit down — no gentleman speats on hia !ega before, 
6,i, or after meals in a private Party. 

Seward. Bsccpt in Scotland. On Bitting down, sir, to 
state MY Theory, I trust that I sliall not lay mjaelf open to 
the im 

North. Speak with your natural tone as if you were sitting, 
Seward, and not with that Parliamentary sing-song in which 
Statesmen, With their coat-tails period up behind, declaim on 
the state of Europe — 

Seward. I IMAOIJS'E, SIS, THAT ShAKSPEARE ASSUMED 
THE MABBIAGB TO HAVE TAKEN PLACE SOME TIME BBI'OBE 
THE COMMENCEMENT OF THE PIlAY SUIFIOIENTtY LONG TO 
ADMIT THE POasmiLIDf OP A COURSE OP GUILT BEFOEE THE 

3?LAy OPENS. I imagine th^t, with this generd idea in his 
mind, he gave hi9 fuD and unfettcitd attention to the working 
out of THE Plot, which has no reference to the time, ciroum- 
stanoes, or hiatorj of the Marnage, but relates esflasively to 
the Moor's Jealousy Theietore the indioationi of past timo 
at Venice are vague, and rarely soatteied thiough the dialogue 

Talboys. A mure astounding diacoveiy indeed, Sewird, 
than any yet announced by that stunnoi, Christopher Notth 
Pardon me, sir. 

NorOi. We have said our say, Shirra; let the Lord-Lieu- 
tenant of his County say his — 
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TaSxi^s. And tlie Chairman of the Quarter Sessions, and 
President of the Agricultural Society of the Land's End say his. 

Bulkr. I can beat you at chess. 

Talboys. You ! ! I 

North. Gentlemen, let thero be no had hlood. 

Seward. Supposing that this was Shakspeare's general idea 
of the Plot, I would first beg youi attention to the fact that 
the marriage has taicn place — none of ua know how long — 
before the hegirming of the Play. 

Talboys. The same night — the same night. 

Seward. I said — none of us know how long; and as you 
are a Lawyer, Mr. Talhoys — 

Talhoya. For goodness' sake, my dear Seward, don't mister 
me — 

Seioard. The only evidence, my dear Talboys, as to the 
history of the marriage is that given by Koderigo in the First 
Scene. He, with the most manifest anxiety to prove himself 
an honest witness, declares that now, at midnight, Desdemona 
had eloped— NOT with ike Moor, hat with no "worse nor 
better guard, but with a knave of common hire, a gondolier, 
to," &c. &c. She has fled ahne from her father's house; and 
Boderigo, being interrogated, "Are they married, think ye?" 
answers, " Truly I think they are." 

Talhoys. What do you say to lago's saying to Cassio — 

" Faith lie tonight has boarded a land Carrack ; 
If it prove lawflil prize, he's made for over. 
Cosmo. I do not uniierstand. 
logo. He's married." 
Seward. It cannot be inferred, from these words, that this 
was the firet occasion oa which Desdemona and Othello had 
come together as man and wife. The words are quite consistent 
with the supposition that their marriage had taken place some 
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time before; also quite consistent witli lago'a knowledge of 
that event. It was not his ctig or his humor to say more than 
he did. Wliy should he? 

TaUxn/s. It cannot be inferred ! It can — I infer it. And 
pray, how do you account for Othello saying to Desdemona, on 
the day of their arrival at Cyprus, 

"The purchase made— the fraits are \o ensue; 
Tliat profite yet to come 'twist me and you." 

Seward. " The purchase made" — refers to the price which 
Othello had paid for conmihial delight with Desdemona awaiting 
him at Cyprus. That price was the peril which he had under- 
gone during his stormy voyage. In his esuheraut satisfaction, 
simply expressing a self-evident truth, that his happiness was 
yet before him. Had Desdemona been then a virgin bride, 
Othello would hardly have used such language. lago speata 
in his usual characteristic coarse way — so no need to say a 
word more on the subject. 

Talboys. Very well. Bo it so. Eut why should such a 
private marriage have been resorted to; and if privacy was de- 
sirable at first, what change had occurred to cause the public 
declaration of it ? 

Seward. Othello had been nine months unemployed in war 
— the Venetian State was at peace — and he had been in con- 
stant intereouse with Brabanfios — 

"Het father lov'd me — oft invited me;" 

and ho " took once a pliant hour" to ask Desdemona to be his 
wife. That " onee" cannot refer to the day on which tie Play 
commences; and that their mairiage took place some time 
before, is alike recoEcUeable with the character of the "gentle 
Lady," and with, that of the impetuous Hero. 

Talhoi/s. Truly ! 

Seward. Still, a private marriage is, under any oireum 
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stances, a questionable proceeding; and our great Dramatist 
va-i desirous that as little of the questionable as possible should 
either be or appear in the conduct of the " Divine Dosdemona;" 
and therefore he has left the private marriage very much in 
the shade 

Tdbni/t Very much in the shade indeed. 

Seiimd Her duplicity must be admitted, and allowance 
must be made for it. It was wrong, but not in the least un- 
natural, and perfectly eseusable — 

Tulboys. No. 

Sf^ard And grievously espiated. 

Talhoyi It was indeed. Poor dear Desdemona! 

Sewaid It is, you know, part of the proof of her capacity 
for guilt, that she ingeniously deceived her father. 

Ttilhoi/t But why reveal it now? 

Sewaid Circumstances aro changed. The Cyprus wars 
have broke out, and Othello is about to be commissioned to take 
the command of the Venetian force. 

"I do know, the State 
Cannot with safely oast him, for he's amliarked 
With such loud reason to the Cyprus wars, 
Which even now stand in act, that for their souls 
Another of his fathom have tliey not 

It was therefore necessary that the mamnge should bo declared, 
if Desdemona was to accompany her husband to Cyprus. And 
the elopment from her father to her husband did take place 
just. in time. 

Talhoyi. Is that what people call plausible? 

Beward. All the difficulties of Time are thus removed in a 
moment. In a blaze of light we set. Long Time at Venice — 
Short Time at Cyprus. 

BMer. Long Time at Venice— Short Time at Cyprus. 
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That's the Ticket. You Scotsmen are not wholly without in- 
sight; hut for seeing into the heart of the hole — or of the 
stone — 

Talhoys. Give me a Devonshire Cider-swiller or a Cornish 
Miner, 

North. What! Can't we discuss a Great Question in the 
Drama without those unseemly personal and national broils. 
For shame, Talboys. 

Talhoys. You Scotsmen indeed! 

" Nay, but ha praled, 
And apoke suoli scurvy and provoliing terms 
Against locH HaNon." 

North. My dear Seward, let's hear how you support your 
Theory. 

Seward. A great deal of weight, my dear Mr. North, is to 
be attached to the calm tone — the husband-like and matron-like 
demeanor of Othello and Desdemona when confronted with 
the Senate. That scene certainly impresses one with the con- 
viofion that they had been man and wife for a considerable 
period of time. 

North. Very good, Seward — very good. 

Seward. I do indeed think, sir, that the bride and bride- 
groom show muoh more oompoauro throughout the whole of 
that Scene, than is very reconcileable with the idea that this 
was their nuptial night. Othello's " natural and prompt 
alacrity" in undertaking the wars was scarcely complimentary 
to his virgin Spouse upon this supposition; and Desdemona'a 
cool distinguishings between the paternal and marital claims on 
her duty seem also somewhat too matronly for the occasion. 

North. Very good — very good — my dear Seward, I like 
your observation much, that the demeanor of the married pair 
before tho Senate has a stamp of composure. That is finely 
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felt, but I venture to a^cr, my de'ir friend, tbat we must 
otheiwiao unrlerstjn 1 it The dignity of tteir spirits it is that 
holds them both compDsed Invmciblo self-eollectedness is hy 
more thin one per^m in the Play held up for a characteristio 
quility of Othello To a mind high ind strong, which Desde- 
mona s is the exigency of a grand crisis, which OTorthrowa 
weaker and lower mmda, priduoes eompostire; from a sense of 
the necessity for self-possession; and involuntarily from the 
tension of the powers — their sole direction to the business that 
passes — which leaves no thought free to stray into disorder, 
and the inquietude of personal regards. Add, on the part of 
Othello, the gravity, and on that of Desdemona the awe of the 
Presence in which they stand, apeak, and act; and you have 
ennobling and sufficing tragical, that is loftily and pathetically 
poetical, motives for that elate presence of mind which both 
show. Now all the greatness and grace vanish, if you suppose 
them calm simply because they have been married these two 
months. That is a reason fit for Thalia, not for Melpomene. 

Talboys. Let any one English among all the two of you 
answer that. 

Seward. The Duke says — 

" You must hetico to-night, 
Desilctnona. Tonight, my Lordi 
OlMta, With all my heart." 

This faint expression of Desdemona's slight surprise and reluc- 
tance, and no more — is, I allow — natural and delicate in her — 
whether wife, bride, or Maid — But Othello's " with all my 
heart" is — 

Talboys. Equally worthy of Othello. You know it is. 

North. My dear Seward — do the Doge — Brabantio — the 
Senate understand and believe what Othello has been telling 
them — and that he has now disclosed to them the fact of a 
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private marriage witb. Desdemona, of Bnme weeks' or montiis' 
standing ? Is that tlieir impressinn ? 

Semard. I cannot say. 

North. I can. Or has OtteUo been reserved — cautions — 
crafty in all liis apparent candor — and Dcsdemona ec[uaUy 
so ? Are they indeed oldiBh-married folk ? 

Tcdbo^s. Shocking — shocking. Tliat Scene in the Council 
Chamber of itself deals your " Theory !" its death-blow, 

Seward. I look on it in quite another light. I shall be glad 
to know what you think is meant by Desdemona's to the Duke 

The rites fir i 

What are the rites whicii are thus all comprehensive of Desde- 
moaa's love for Othello? The phrase is, to the habit of our 
ears, perhaps somewhat startling; yet five lines before she said 
ti'uly "I saw Othello's visage in his mind" — a love of spirit 
for spirit. And Again — 

" To his lienor ami his valianl partg 
Did I my soul and fortunes coasecrate." 

I think they had been married some time. 

Talboyi. The word rites is the very word most fitting the 
Lady's lips — used in a generous, free, capacious sense — as of 
the solaoe entire which the wife of a soldier has, following him; 
as to dress his wounds, wind his laurels, hear his councils, cheer 
his darker mood, smile away the lowering of the Elements — 

Seward. You won't undershind me. 

North. No — no — no. It won't go down, I have opened 
my moutt far and wide, and it won't go down. Our friend 
Isaac Widethroat himself could not bolt it. The moral impos- 
sibility would choke him — that Othello would marry Desde- 
mona to leave her at her Eather'a House, for which most 
perilous and entangling proceeding quite out of his character, 
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no motive ia offered, or imaginable. The love-making miglit 
go on long — and I accept a good interval since he drew from 
her the prayer for his history. The pressure of the war might 
give a decisive moment for the final step, which must have 
been in agitation for some time on Desdemona's behalf and 
part, who would require some persuasion for a step so desperate, 
and would not at onoe give up all hope of her father's consent, 
who "loved" Othello. 

Talhoi/s. If they were married, how base and unmanly to 
steal on^s Wedded iei/e out of one's Father-in-law' s house! 
The only course was to have gone in the middle of the day to 
Brabantio and say, " this wo have done" — or " this I have 
done. Forgive us, if you can — we are Man and Wife." Men 
less kingly than Othello have often done it. To steal in order 
to marry was a temptation with a circumstantial necessity — 
a gallant adventure in usual estimation. 

iV(j)-(A. The thing most preposterous to me in a long mar- 
riage at Venice, ia the continued lying position in which it 
places Othello and Deademona towards her father. Two months 
— aay— or three or four— of dif&eult deception ! when the upper- 
most characteristic of both is clear-souledneas— the most mag- 
nanimoua sincerity. By that, before anything else, are they 
kindred and fit for one another. On that, before anything 
else, is the tragedy grounded — on his suspicious openness which 
is drawn against its own nature, to sMpect her purity that lies 
open aa earth's bosom to the sun. And she is to be killed for 
a dissembler ! In either, immense contrast between the person 
and fate. That These Two should truckle to a domestic lie ! 

Talhoys. No. The Abduction and Marriage were of one 
stroke — one effortr~one plot. When Othello says, "That I 
have ta'en away — that I have married her" — he tells literally 
and simply that which haa happened as it happened, in the 
order of events. 
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Seward. Why should not Othello inarry I 
keep her at her father's, as theorised? 

North. It is out of hia character. He has the spirit of 
command, of lordship, of dominion — an animus imperiomg. 
Thia clement must be granted to fit him for his place; and it 
is intimated, and is consistent with and essential to hh whole 
fabric of mind. Then, he would not put that which belonged 
to him out of his power, in hostile keeping — his wife and not 
his wife. It is contrary to his great bye, which desires and 
would feed upon her continual presence. And against his dis- 
cretion, prudence or common sense, to risk that Brabanlio, dis- 
covering, might in fury take sudden violent measures — shut 
her up in a convent, or turn her into the streets, or who knows 
what — kill her. 

Talhoyn. Then the insupportable consideration and question, 
how do they come together as man and wife? Does she come 
to his bed-room at Lis private Lodgings, or his quarters at the 
Sagittaryf Or does he go to hers at her father's, climbing a 
garden wall every night like Eomeo, bribing the porter, or 
trusting Ancilla? Tou cannot figure it out any way without 
degradation, and something ludicrous; and a sense of being en- 
tangled in the impracticable. 

North The leaft that can be said v^ that it invests the sanc- 
t m ny f n g w th th f a 11 it amour. 

T Uxy Th n th h h m 1 d 0th llo running the per- 
pef 1 d mm n nt k f I ght thieving — slipping 

th gb 1 i h I — m se h 1 — k y h 1 s. What in Komeo 

d J 1 t m b tw 0th 11 and Besdemona is 

al t p 11 t 

Aorl Wh t d 1 t g f th BI NNER8 of the Play! 
Wdl y th it d 1 fh Ity of the mechanical 

construction, clog and whelm the poetry, and moral gre 
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of the Play, witt a preliminary debasement? Introduce your 
Hero and Heroine under a cloud ? 

Talhoys. And how can you show that Othello eould not at 
any moment have taken her away, as at last you suppose Mm 
to do, having a motive? Mind — he knows that the wars are 
on — he does not know ho shall he sent for that night. He 
does not know that he may not have to keep her a week at his 
quarters. 

North. My dear Seward — pray, meditate but for a moment 
on these words of Deademona in the Council Chamber — 

" Mj- noble Falhor, 

My life and eduoalion both do learn ma 

How to reaped 70U ; you ate the Lord of IhiTr, 

I am hitherto yout Daughter; Bdt hbes's mt HnaHisD; 

And so mucA duty as my mothxr shoaed 

To yoa, prefei'ting you before hec Father, 

So much I challenge that I may profess 

Duo to the Moor, my Lord." 

These are weighty words — of grave and solemn import — and 
the time has come when Dasdemona the Daughter is to he Des- 
demona the Wife. She tells simply and sedately — affection- 
ately and gratefully— the great primal Truth of this our human 
and social life. Hitherto her Father has been to her the Lord 
of Duty— the Lord of Duty henceforth is to be her Husband. 
Othello, up to that night, bad been but her Lover; and up to 
that night — for the hidden wooing was' nothing to be ashamed 
of or repented — there had been to her no " divided Duty" — to 
her Father's happiness had been devoted her whole filial heart. 
Bnt had she beeu a married woman for weeks or months before, 
how insincere — how hypocritical had that appeal been felt by 
herself to be, as it issued from her lips! The Duty had, in 
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that case, been " divided " before — and in a way not pJeasant 
for ns to think of — to her Father violated or extinct. 

Talboj/s. I engage, Seward, over and above what onr Master 
has made manifest, to show that though this Theory of yours 
wonld remove some difficulties attending the time in Cyprus, 
it would leave others just where they are— and create many 

North. Grant that Othello and Desdemona must be married 
for two monthabefore he murders her — that our hearts and imagi- 
nations require it. The resemblance to the ordinary course of 
human affairs asks it. We cannot bear that he shall extinguish 
her and himself — both having sipped only, and not quaffed 
from the cup of hymeneal felicity. Your soul is outraged by 
so harsh and malignant a procedure of the Three Sisters. 
Besides, in proper poetical equilibration, he should have cujoyed 
to the fuU, with soul and with body, the happiness vthich his 
eoul annihilates. And men do not kill their wives the first week. 
It would be too exceptional a. case. Extended time is required 
for the probability — the steps of change in the heart of Othello 
require it — the construction and accumulation of proofs require 
itr~the wheel of events usually rolls with something of leisure 
and measure. So is it in tho real World — so must it seem to 
be on the Stage — else no versimilitude — axf " velnti in 
speculum." " Two months shall elapse between marriage and 
muider," says Shakspeare — going to write. They mnat pass 
at Venice, or they must pass at Cyprus. Place Shakspeare in 
this position, and which will he choose? If at Venice, a main 
requiring condition is not satisfied. For in the fits and snatches 
of the clandestine marriage, Othello has never po^se^sed with 
full embrace, and heart overflowing, the happmess which he 
destroys. If an earthquake is to ruin a pihce, it must be 
built up to the battlements and pinnacles; furnished, occupied, 
made the seat Pleasui'e, Pomp, and Powei , and then shiken 
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into heaps — or you havo but half a story. Only at Oyprua 
Othello jjossesses Deademona. Thoro wliere he is Lord of hia 
Office, Lord over the Allegiance of soldier and civilian— of a 
whole population — Lord of the laland, which, aea-surrounded, 
ia as a world of itself — Lord of his will — Lord of hia wife. 

Talboys. I feel, sir, in this view much poetical demonsfration 
—although Bathe matical none — and in such a case Poetry is 
your only Principia. 

North. Your hand. But if, my dear Seward, Shakspeare 
electa time at Venice, he wilfully clouds hia two cscelient 
Persona with maoy shadows of indecorum, and clogs hia Action 
with a procedure and a state of affairs, which your Imagination 
loses itself in attempting to define — with improbabilities — with 
impracticabilities— with impoaaibilitiea. If he was resolute to 
have a wel!-auatainod logic of Time, I say it was better fur him 
to have his Two Montha diatinct at Cyprua. I aay that, with, 
hia creative powers, if he was determined to have Two Calendar 
Months, from the First of May to the First of July, and then 
in one Lay distinctly the first suspicion sown and the murder 
done, nothing could tave been easier to him than to have 
imagined, and indicated, and hurried over the required gap of 
time; and that he would have been hound to prefer this course 
to that iuesplioable marriage and no marriage at Venice. 

Buller. How he clears his way ! 

North. But Shakspeare, my dear Eoya, had a better ea- 
cape. Wittingly or unwittingly, he exempted himself from 
the obligation of walking by the Calendar. He knew — or ho 
felt that the fair proportionate structure of the Action required 
liberal time at Cyprus. He took it; for there it is, recognized 
in the consciousness of every sitting or standing spectator. He 
knew, or ho felt, that the passionate expectation to be sustained 
in the bosoms of his audience required a rapidity of movement 
in his Murder-Plot, and it moves on feet of fire. 
28* 



Hosted by Google 



(30 CHRISTOPHER UNDER CANVASS. 

Seward. Venice is teginning to fade from my ken. 

Nbrilt. The first of all necessities towards the Criticism of 
he Play, Seward, is to convince yourself that there was not — 
lould not he a time of concealed marriage at Venice — that it is 
lot hinted, and is not inferahle. 

BuUer. Shall we give in, Seward? 

Seward. Yes. 

North. You must go to the Teemendous Trouble Time at 
'tprus, knowing that the solution is to be had there, or no- 
where. If you east back a longing lingering look towards Venice, 
'ou are lost. Put the mountains and waves between you and 
.he Qaeen of the Sea. Push yourself through at Cyprus, or 
perish in the adventure. 

Talboys. Through that Mystery, you alone, m, are the Man 
to help us through — and you must. 

Norili. Not now — to-morrow. Till then, be revolving the 
subject occasionally in your minds. 

Talhoys. Let's off to the Pike-groimd at Kjlehwm. 
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Casip at Cladich. Soehe — The Wren's Nest. 
Time — Three o'clock A. M. 

NOKTH TALBOYS. 

Mrlh. PEKTuaBED Spirit! wLj won't you rest? WJia 
iringB theo here ? 

Talbo^e. Seward snores. 

North. Why select Sewavd ? 

Talhoys. I do not select him— be selects himself — singles 
himself out from the whole tost; so that you hear his Snore 
loud OYor that of the Camp— say rather his Snore alone — like 
LaWache singiog a Solo in a chorus. 

North. It must be EuUer. 

Talboyi. Buller began it 

North. List !j^ How harmonious ia the hush the blended 
Snore of Camp and Village ! How tuned to unison — as if by 
pitch-pipe — with the dreamy din of our lapsing friend here, 
who by and by will awate into a positive WaterfaU. 

Todays. The Snore of either army stilly sounds. At this 
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diafanoe, the Snore disposes to sleep. Seward must have 
awakened himself — there goes Buller 

M'rlA. Where? 

Talhoys. Shriller than Seward — f[ujte a ohildiali treble — 
liker the Snore of a female — 

North. Females never snore. 

Talhoys. How dow you know? I won't answer for some 
of them. Lionesses do — not perhaps in their wild state — but 
in Zoological Gardens. 

North. Not quite so loud, Chanticleer — jou will distwrh 
my people. 

Talhoys. Disturb your people! Why, he has already 
stirred up the Solar System. 

"Tlie Cock that is the Trumpet of Iha Morn, 
Dolh with his lofty and shrill-sounding thtoat, 
Awake the God of Day." 

Taking the distance of the Earth from the Sun, in round num- 
bers, at Ninety-Five Millions of Miles, pretty well for a bird 
probably weighing some sis pounds not merely to make himself 
heard by the God of Day, but by one single crow to startle Dan 
Phcebus from his sleep, and force him nolens volens to show 
his shining morning face at Cladioh. 

NoHh. Out of Science, we seldom think of the vastness of 
the System of the Universe. Our hearts and imaginations di- 
minish it for the delight of love. In our usual moods we are 
all Children with respect to Nature; and gather up Stars as if 
they wore flowers of the field — to form a coronet for Netera's 

Talhoys. What ailed poor dear Doctor Beattie at Cocks in 
general? I never could understand the Curse. 

" Proud harbinger of Day, 

Who sunrest my viaiona with thy clarion shrill, 
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Fell Chanfideerl wlio oft hath reft away 

My fancied good, and brought subalantial ill 1 

Oh, to thy cursed scream discordant sttll 

Let Harmony aye shut her gentle ear; 

Thy boastful mirth let jealous rivals spill, 

Insult thy otest, and gloBsy pillions teat. 

And ever in thy dreams the ruthless fos appear," 
You poetB, in jour own persons, are a aiTage set. 

North. I am not a poet, sir; nor will I allow any man witli 
impunity to call me so. 

Tatboi/s. But Doctor Beattie was, and a Professor of Moral 
Philosophy to boot, at Aberdeen or St. Andrews, or some other 
one of our ancient Uniyersities — ^for every stone-and-lime build- 
ing in Scotland is ancient; and goodness me! Lear him cursing 
cooks, and dooming the whole Gallic race to every variety of 
crael and ignominious deaths, in revenge for having been dis- 
turbed from hia morning dreams by a Gentleman with Comb 
and Wattles crowing on his own Dunghill, in red jacket, 
speckled waistcoat, and gray beats, the admiration of Earocha 
and How-Towdies. 

Mrth. Doctor Beattie was a true Poet— and had an eye 
and an eai for Nature. Yet now and then he shut both — 

"Hence the sacred owl on pinions gray 

Breai:i fiom the rustling bought ; 
And down the lone vale sails away 
To more profound repose." 

I have seen that Stanza quoted many thousand times as exqui- 
wte. It is criminal. An owl was never heard, scared or un- 
Bcared, to "break from the rustling boughs." Silently as a 
leaf he leaves his perch; you hear no rustle, for he makes 
none — any more than a ghost. 

Talhoijs. Nor aie the other lines good— for they present 
tlie image of a long rectilinear flight, which that of an owl in 
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no oiroumatanoes ia; and, ia a fright, lie would take tlie first 
blind shelter. 

North. Pools seldom err so — yet I remember a, mistake of 
Coleridge's about that commonest of all bii-ds, the Eook. 

"My gentle-hearted ChatlesI when the last Rook 
Bern its straight path along the dusky air 
Homewards, I blest itl deeming its black wing 
(Now a dim speck, now vanishing in light) 
Had crossed the m^htj' orb's dilated glory, 
When Ihou stood'st gazing; or, when all was still, 
Flew creaJimgo'er ihy head,- and had a charm 
For thee, my genlle-hearled Charles, io whom 
No sound is dissonant which tells of life." 

Talboys. There is much stillness in the Sibyllme Leaves. 
For OhaileB read Charlotte. 'Tis more lite love than friend- 
ship — effeminate exceedingly; and, "no sound is dissonant 
which tells of life," reminds one of the Sunday Jackasses on 
Elackheath. 

Norlh. " ' Flew creaking' gome months after I had writ- 
ten this line," says Coleridge, in a note, " it ga¥e me pleasure 
to find that Bartrara had obscryed the same circumstance of the 
Savanna Crane. ' When these birds move their wings in flight, 
their strokes are slow, moderate, and regular; and even when 
at a considerable distance, or high above us, we plainly hear 
the quill-feathers; their shafts and webs, upon one another, 
creai as the joints or working of a vessel in a tempestuous sea.' " 
That a Eook may fly " creaking" when moulting, or otherwise 
out of feather, I shall not taJte upon me to deny; but in ordi- 
nary condition, he does not fly "creaking." Coleridge was 
wont, in his younger days, to mistake exceptions for general 
rules. In such a case as this, a moment's reflection would 
have sufSced to toll him that there could not have been " creak- 
ing" without let or hindrance to flight — and that tho flight 
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of a rook is easy and cqualile — " Tho blaclfening train o' craws 
to their repose." What creaking must have been there ! But 
Burns never heard it, 

Talhoys. One Bums, as an observer of mature, is worth 
fifty Coleridgea. 

North. Not an arithmetical question. Why, even dear Sir 
Walter bimseH occasionally makes a slip in this way. 

"Benealh Ihe broad and ample bone, 
That buckled heart to fear unUnown, 
A feeble and a tim'rous guest 
The field-fare fiamed hei lowly nest!" 

The field- fare is migratory — and does not build here ; in Norway, 
where it is native, it builds in trees — often high up on lofty 
trees — and in crowds. 

Talhoys. I believe, sir, they have been known to breed in 
this country — and perhaps here they build on the ground. 

MtIJi. Don't be nonseuMcal. , Our Gfreat Minstrel knew 
wood-craft well; and hill-craft and river-*raft; yet in his fine 
picture of Coriskin and Coolin, 

" The wildest glen bm tills can show 
Some touch of nature's genial glow : 
On bigh Ben more green mosses grow, 
And heatb-bells bud in deep Glenotoe, 
And Copse on Ctuaohan Ben ; 
But here, above, around, below. 

Nor tree, nor shrub, nor plant, nor flower. 

Nor aught of vegetative power 

The weary eye may ken. 

Foe all is rocks at random elrewn, 

Black waves, bare crags, anil banks of atone, 

As ir were here denied 

The summer's sun, the spring's sweet dew, 
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would you beliovG it, that ha introduces Deer — -fallow Deer! 
Talhoys. 

"Call ilnot vaiiii they do not ert 
Who say that, when the Poet dies, 
Mute nature raouras her worsliiper, 
And oekbtates his ohssquies; 
Who say tall oliff and cavern lone 
For the departed bard make moan ; 



That 






That flowers in tears of balm distil; 
Through his loved groves that breezes sigh, 
And oaks in deeper groan repiy, 
And rivers leach their rushing w v. e 
To murmur dirges round hi? gaie 

Kmth And there the last Minstrel should have ceased. 
What ftUows spoils all — fanciful, fantastic — not imagmitive, 
poetioil The Mmstiel is at paina to let us know that 



Wlai, then, is the truth? To explain the mjsteiy of flowers 
distilliug tears of baJm, we are told that 

"The maid's pale shade, who waila her lot, 
That love, true love, should be forgot. 
From rose and heather shakes the tear 
instrel's bier — " 

The Phantom K gh h ks upon the wild blast — and tie 
Chief, from h n the mountains, fills the lonely 

caverns with lu g — h his 
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■Tears of rage impel the tilll 
All moutn tliB minsltel's harp unsttiing, 
Thcit name unknown, their praise unsmigl" 

Had Sir Wjlter been speaimg m his own person he never 
would have wiitten thus — nor thus contradicted and extin- 
guished the Pas'iion m the tan as y u s feelingly recited. 
But he puts the woida into tt 1 p f n li Harper impro- 
vising at a Feast — on which oc n anjth ng will pass for 
poetry— Even to the mind of th t u P t himself— but, be- 
lieve me,iti^ 'ilieerninwnse — andljth p wer of contrast re- 
calls 'Word^woitb s profound saying — 

The Poeta n their elag ea End laya 
Lamenting the departed c^ll the e'oi'es — 
They call upoik the hills and streams to mourn, 
And eenseleES rocljs : nor idly ; for they speak 
In these their invocation, with a voice 
Obedient lo the strong creative power 
Of human passion. Sympathies there are 
More tranquil, yet perhaps of kindred birth, 
That steal upon the meditative mind, 
And grow with thought. Beside yon spring I stood. 
And eyed its waters, till we seemed to feel 
One sadness, they and I. For then a bond 
Of brotherhood is broken; lime has been 
When, every day, the touch of human hand 
Dislodged the natural sleep that binds them up 
In mortal sUUness; and they ministered 
To human comfort." 
TaJhoys. AreallthesetheCIadichCockandhiseeboea? No, 
surely. Farm Crowa to Earm, from Auchlian to Sonnaohan. 
Tou might also believe them bagpipes. And so it is — that is 
a bagpipe. On which side of the Loch f Why, on neither— beg 
pardon— on both; forgive me— on the Water;— incredible— In 
the Camp ! No snore can long outlive that— the People are 
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op and doing. In my mind's eye I see women a 
into petticoats — men laboriously into breeches 

North. My more Celtic imagination sees chiefly Mlta. But 
pray, may I aak again, Talboys, what brought you here at this 
UDtimeous hour of the Morn? 

Talboys. I feel that I ought to apologize for my unwelcome 
intrusion on yoar privacy, sir; but on my honor I believed you 
were in the Van. Yesterday I was so engrossed by you and 
Shakspeare, that during our colloquy I had not a moment to 
look at the Wren's Nest. 

North. Its existence is believed in by few of the natives. 
I know no such place for a murder. There would be no need 
to bury the body — here at this Table he might bo left sitting 
for centuries — a dead secret in a Safe. 

Talboys. No need to bury the body 1 You have no anti- 
pathy, I trust, sir, to me? 

North. We are not responsible for our antipathies 

Talboi/s. I allow that — but we are for every single murder 
we commit; and though there may be no need to bury the 
body, murder will spank out 

North. We are willing to run the risk. What infatuation 
to seek the Lion in his Den — the Wren in his Nest! Sit 
down, sir, and let us have, in the form of dialogue, your last 
speech and dying words on Othello, 

Talboys. Hamlet, sir? 

North. Othello. 

Talboys. Eomeo and Juliet? 

North. Othello. 

Talhoys. Well— Lear let it be. 

NoTtJi.. Mind what are you about, Talboys. There are 
limits to human forbearance. Swear that after this morning's 
;t you will never again utter the words Othello — lago 
— Desdem on a 
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Talboys. I awear. Meanwhile, let u^ reoui to the Qucstiun 
of Short and Long Time. 

NoTtk. When Shaispeare was inditing the scenes of tlie 
" the Decline and Fall"— "The 'remptJ.tion " — " The Seduc- 
tion" — or whatsoever else jou choose to call it — the Sequcaoe 
of Cause and Effect — the brining out into prominence and 
power the successive Essential Movements of the pio- 
ceeding transformation were intents pniaLSsmg his wholo spnit 
We can easily conceive that they might occupy it absolutely 
and exclusively — that is to say, excluding the computation and 
all consideration of actual time. If this be an excessive ex- 
ample, yet I believe that a huddling up of time is a part of the 
poetical state; that yon must, and, what is more, may, crowd 
into a Theatrical or Epic Day, far more of transaction between 
parties, and of changes psychological, than a natural day will 
hold — ay, ten times over. The time on the Stage and in Verso 
is not literal time. Not it, indeed; and if it be thus with time, 
which is so palpable, so self-evidencing an edtity, what must 
be the law, and how wide-ranging, for everything else, when 
wo have once got fairly into the Region of Poetry? 

Talboys. The usefulness of the Two Times is palpable from 
first to last — of the Short Time for maintaining the tension of 
the passion — of the long for a thousand general needs. Thus 
Bianca must be used for convincing Othello very potently, posi- 
tively, unanswerably. But she cannot bo used without sup- 
posing a protracted intercourse between her and Cassio. lago'a 
dialogue with him falls to the ground, if the acquaintance began 
yesterday. But superincumbent over all is the necessity of our 
not haowing that lago begins the Teniptation, and that Othello 
extinguishes tie Light of his Life all in one day. 

Nortli. And observe, Talboys, how this concatenation of the 
passionate scenes operates. Marvellously I Let the Entrances 
of Othello be four — A, B^ 0, D. You feel the close connection 
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of A witli B, of B witi 0, of C with D. You feel the c( 
the nextness ; and all the foroe of the impetuous Action and Pas- 
sioa reaultjng. Eutthe logical lj-consec[uent near connection of 
A with C, and much more with D, as again of B with D, you 
do not feel. Why? When you are at 0, and feeling the 
pressure of B upon 0, you have lost sight of the pressure of A 
upon B. At each entrance you go hack one step — you do not 
go bact two. The suggested intervals continually keep displac- 
ing to distances in your memory the formerly felt connections. 
Thia could not so well happen in real life, where the relations 
of time are strictly bound upon your memory Though some- 
tli g f t h tp ns wh p d ni m y. But in 

fit th cept he 1 ly h Id d h d wy, the feat 
b m ly pra t bl Th th Sh t T m tells for the 

pp t f th P 1 w th th L ng T me, by means 

ft tall t ft th h 1 g of Oblivion. 

F t tw y f 1 t m ~f m two to three 

J f I — f m th to i J f 1 but I defy 

ym t ythtfm tcf hh fit one. I defy 
any man to say honestly, that "sitting ut the Play" he has 
kept count from one to four. 

Talhoys. K you come to that, nobody keeps watch over the 
time in listening to Shakspeare. I muoh doubt if anybody 
knows at the theatre that lago's first suggestion of doubt occurs 
the day after the landing. I never knew it till you made me 
look for it — 

North. For which boon I trust you are truly grateful. 

Talboys. 'Tis folly to be wise. 

North. Why, Heaven help ns ! if wo did not go to bed, and 
did not dine, which of us could ever keep count from Monday 
to Saturday ! As it is, we have some of us hai-d work to know 
what happened yesterday, and what the day before. On Tues- 
day I killed that Salmo Ferox ? 
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Talhoyg. No — but on Wednesday I did. Ton forget your- 
Belf, my dear sir, just like Shalispeare. 

North. Ay, Willy forgets himself He is not withheld by 
the chain of time he is linking, for he has lost sight of the pre- 
vious links. Put yourself into the transport of composition, 
and answer. But besides, every past scene — or to speai more 
suitably to the technical distribution of the Scenes, in oui Edi- 
tions — every past changed ocaipalion of the Stage bj/ one com- 
ing in or one goiiig out, (which different ocoapation, according 
to the technicality of the French stage, of the Italian, of the 
Attic, of Plautns, of Terence, constitutes a Scene) — every such 
past marked moment iu the progress of the Play has the effect 
for the Poet, as well as for you, of protracting the time in re- 
trospect — throwing everything that has passed further back. 
As if, ia traveling fifty miles, you passed fifty Castles, fifty 
Churches, fifty Villages, fifty Towns, fifty Mountains, fifty 
TaUeys, and fifty cataracts — fifty Camels, fifty Blephanfa, fifty 
Caravans, fifty Processions, and fifty Armies — the said fifty 
miles would seem a good stretch larger to your recollection, and 
the five hours of traveling a pretty conaiderablo deal longer, 
than another fifty miles and another five hours in which you 
had passed only three Old Women. 

TaIbo}/s. My persuasion is, sir, that nobody aJive knows — 
of the auditors — that the first suggestion of doubt and the con- 
clusion to kill are in one scene of tie Play. I do, indeed, be- 
lieve, with you, sir, that the goingB-on.t and re-enterings of 
Othello have a strangely deluding effect — that they disconnect 
the time more than you can think — and that all the changi^ of 
persons on the stage— -all shiftings of scenes and droppings of 
curtains, break and dislocate and dilate the time to your imagi- 
nation, till you do not in the least know where you are. In 
this lasity of your conception, all hints of extended time sink 
29* 
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in and spring up, like that fungus wMch, on an apt s 
night grows to a foot diameter. 

North. You have hit it there, Talboya. 
have seen, in his calmer constructions, siiows, in a score of ways, 
weeks, months; that is therefore the true time, or call it the 
historical time. Hurried himself, and hurrying jou on the 
torrent of passion, he forgets time, aud a false show of time, to 
the utmost contracted, arises, I do not know whether he did 
not perceive this false exhibition of time, or perceiving he did 
not care. But we all must see a reason, and a cogent one, why 
he should not let in the markings of protraction upon his dia^ 
logues of the Seduced and the Seducer. You can conceive 
nothing hotter than that the Poet, in the moment of composition, 
seizes the views which at that moment offer themselves as effect- 
ive — unconscious or regardless of inconipatibility. He is whole 
to the present; and as all is feigned, he does not remember how 
the foregone makes the ongoing impracticable. Have you ever 
before, Talboys, examined time in a play of Shakspeare ? Much 
more, have you ever examined tbo treatment of time on the 
Stage to which Shakspeare came, upon which he lived, and 
which he left ? 

Talbi»/s. A good deal. 

NorOi. M^ot much, I suspect. 

Talboys. Why, not at all — except t'other day along with 
you — in Macbeth. 

North. He came to a Stage which certainly had not culfi- 
vated the logic of time as a branch of the Dramatic Art. It 
appears to me that those old people, when they were enwrapt 
in the transport of their creative power, totally forgot all regard, 
lost all consciousness of tame. Passion does not know the clock 
or the calendar. Intimations of time, now vague, now positive, 
will continually occur; hut also the Scenes float, like the Cy- 
clades in a Sea of Time, at distances utterly indeterminate — 
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Most near? Most remote? That is a Stage of Power, and not of 
Eulos — Dynamic, not Formal. I say again at last as at firstj 
tliat the time of Othello, tried by the notions of time in our 
Art, or tried if you will, by the type of prosaic and literal time, 

is — INSOLUBLE. 

Talboi/B. To the first qncstioo, therefore, being What is the 
troth of the matter? the answer stands, I conceive without a 
shadow of doubt or dif&culty, "The time of Othello is — as real 

time — INSOtTJBLB." 

North. By heavens, he echoes me I 

Talloys. Or, it is proposed incongruously, impossibly. Then 
arises the question. How stood tho time in the mind of Shak- 
speare? 

Nbrth. I answer, I do not know. The question splits itself 
into two — first, "How did he pr<y'ecl the time?" Second, 
"How did he conceive it in the progress of the Play?" My 
impression is, that he projected extended time. If so, did he 
or did he not know that ia managing the Seduction he departed 
from that design by contracting into a Day? Did he delibe- 
rately entertain a double design ? If he did, how did he escase 
this to himself ? Did he say, " A stage necessity, or a theatrical 
or dramaljo necessity" — namely, that of sustaining at the ut- 
most possible reach of altitude the tragical passion and interest 
— "requires the precipitation of the passion from the first 
breathing of suspicion — the 'Ha! Ha! I like not that,' of the 
suggesting Fiend to the consecrated 'killing myself, to die upon 
a kiss I' — all in the course of fifteen hours — and this tragical 
vehemency, this impetuous energy, this torrent of power I will 
have; at the same time I have many reasons — amongst them 
the general probability of the action — for a dilated time; and 
I, being a ma^ciaa of the first water, will so dazzle, blind, and 
bewilder my auditors, that they shall accept the double time 
with a double belief — shall feel the unstayed rushing on of ac- 
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tioa and passion, from the first suggestion to the cloud of deatha 
— and jet shall remain with a conyiction that Otiello was for 
months Grovernor of Cyprus — they heing on the whole unre- 
flecfive and uncritical persons?" 

Talhoys. And, after all, who willinglj criticises his dreams 
or his pleasures ? 

JVbrth. And the Audience of the Gtlobc Theatre shall not 
— for " I hurl my dazzing spells into the spungy air," and " the 
spell shall sit when the curtain has fallen." Shakspeaj:e might, 
in the consciousness of power, say this. For this is that which 
he has — ^knowingly or unknowingly — done. Unknowingly? 
Perhaps — himself borne on by the successively rising waves of 
his work. For you see, Talboys, with what prolonged and 
severe labor we two tave arrived at knowing the reality of the 
case which now lies open to us in broad light. We have needed 
time and pains, and the slow settling of our understandings, to 
unwind the threads of delusion in which we were encoilcd and 
entoiled If a strange and unexplained power could nndeniabSy 
80 beguile ws — a possibility of which, previously to this esami- 
nation, we never have dreamt — how do we warrant that the 
same dirk, nameless mysterious power shall not equally blind 
the " Artificer of Fraud ?" This is matter of proposed investi- 
gation and divination, which let whoever has will, wit, and 
time pieeently undertake. 

Talhoys Why, we are doing it, sir. He will be a bold 
min who treats of Othello — after Us. 

Noi-tJi Another question is — What is the Censure of Art 
on the demonstrated inoonsistenoy in Othello ? I propose, but 
now deal not with it. Observe that we have laid open a new 
and starling inquiry. We have demonstrated the double time 
of Othello — the Chronological Fact. That is the first step set 
in light — the first required piece of the work — (?owe. Beyond 
this, we have ploughed a furrow or two, to show and lead further 
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f 1 fi 11 W have touched on 

f th dp! ty — we have pro- 

f 11 h nd readers the 

fi sa of the guile 

f th CO f tl fallacy ; and we 

p y h 1 1 fact. We have 

f A t th f, Timent of the time 

in Othello — supposing the Poet in pride and audacity of power 

to have designed that which he has done. Wta it High Art? 

Talbo^s. Ay— was it High Art? 

Norfh. I dare hardly opine. Effect of high and most de- 
fying art it baa surely; but you ask again — did he know? I 
seem to ace often that the spirit of the Scene possessed Skak- 
epaare, and that he fairly forgot the logical ties which he had 
encoiled about him. We know the written Play, and wc may, 
if we are capable, know its power upon ourselves. There are 
the Two Times, the Long and the Short , and each exerts upon 
you its especial virtue. I can believe that Shakspeaie uncon- 
sciously did what Necessity claimed — the impetuous motion on, 
on, on of the Pa^on — the long time asked by tho successive 
events; the forces that swayed him, each m its turn, its own 
way. 

Talboys. Unconsciously ? 

Worth. Obheavcns! Yes — yos — no — no. Yes — no. Ko 
— yea. What you will. 

"Willingly my jaws I close, 



Talhoys. Consciously o 

North. Talboys, Longfellow, Perpetual Prseses of the Seven 
Feet Club, we want Troy, Priam, Achilles, Hector, to have 
been. Perhaps they were — perhaps they were not. Wc must 
be ready for two states of mind — simple belief, which is the 
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tamper of childhood and youth — recognition of illusion with 
self-surrender, which is the attained state of criticism wisa and 
childlike. At last we voluntarily lake on the feith which was 
in thegoMenerago. The child beliey'od; and the man believes. 
But the child believes this; and the man who [lerceivea how 
this ia a shadow, believes that bejond. Thh he believes in 
play — that in earnest. The child mixed the two — the tail of 
the fairies and the hope of hereafter. Union, my dear Boys, 
is the faculty of the young, but division of the old. I speak 
of Shaispeare at five years of age; Hotof TJa, whom, ere we can 
polysyllable men's names, dominies instruct how to do old men's 
work and to distinguish. 

Talho^s. My dear sir, I do so love to hear your talkee 
talkee; but be just ever so little a little more intelligible to or- 
dinary mortals — 

North. You ask what really happened ? The Pjay bewilders 
you from answering — accept it as it rushes along through yonr 
Boul, reading or sitting to hear and see. The main and strange 
fact is, that these questions of Time, which, reading the Play 
backwards, force themselves on us, never occur to us leaning 
straight forwards. Two Necessities lie upon yonr soul. 

Talhoi/s. Two Necessities, sir? 

Mirth. Two Necessities lie upon your soul. You cannot 
believe that Othello, suspecting his Wife, folds his arms 
night after night about her disrobed bosom. As little can you 
believe that in the course of twelve hours the spirit of infinite 
love has changed into a dagger-armed slayer. The Two Times 
— marvelous as it is to say — take you into alternate possession. 
The impetuous motion forwards, in the scenes and in the tenor 
of action, which belong to the same Day, you feel ; and you ask 
no questions. When Othello and lago speak together, you lose 
the knowledge of time. You see power and not form. You 
feel the aroused Spirit of Jealousy ; you see, in the field of be- 
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t sown and sprung — a thought changed into a 
doubt — a doubt into a dread — a dread into the cloud of death. 
Evideneea press, one after the other — the spirit endures change 
—you feel succession — as cause and effect must succeed — jou 
do not compute hours, days, weeks, months; — jet confess I 
must, and, confess yoa must, and confess all the world and his 
wife must, that the condition is altogether anomalous — that a 
time which is at once a day of the Calendar and a month of 
the Calendar, does not happen anywhero out of Cyprus. 

Talhoys. It has arisen just as you say, sir — because Ttro 
Necessities pressed. The passion must have its torrent, else 
ymt will never endure that Othello shall kill Desdemona. 
Events must have their concatenation, else — but I stop at this 
the incredible anomaly, that for Oihello himself you require 
the double time 1 You cannot imagioe him embracing his wife, 
misdoubted false J as little canyon his Love measureless, be- 
tween sunrise and sunset turned into Murder. 

North. Even so. 

Talboyi. My dear sir, what really happened? 

North. Oh! Talboys, Talboys, Well then— noi that OUiello 
killed her upon the first night after the arrival at Cyprus. The 
Cycle could not have been so run through. 

Tcdhoys. How then in reality did the Weeks pass? 

North. That's a good one ! Why I was just about to ask 
you — and ' tis your indisputable duty to tell me and the anxious 
world — how. 

Talhcn/s. I do not ohooso to commit myself in such a serious 
affair. 

North. Suppose the framing of the tale into a Prose Ro- 
mance. Surely, surely, surely, no human romancer, com- 
pounding the unhappy transactions into a prose narrative, could, 
could could have put the first sowing of doubt, and tho smother- 
ing 'under the pillows, for incidents of one day. He would 
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have made Othello for a time laugh at the doubt, toss it to the 
winds. lago would have wormed about him a deal slowlier. 
The course of the transactions in the Novel would have been 
much nearer the course of reality. 

Talboys. In Cicthio's Novel — 

JVbrth. Curse Cinthio. 

Talboys. My Lord, I bow to your superior politeness. 

North. Confound Chesterfield. My dear friend, Reality 
has its own reasons — a Novel its own — and its owu a Drama. 
Every work of art brings its own conditions, which divide you 
from the literal representation of human experience. Ask 
Painter, Sculptor, and Architect. Every fine art esercises ita 
own sleights. 

Talboys. In the Novel, I guess or admit that they would 
have been a month at Cyprus ere lago had stirred. What 
hurry? He would have watched hi^ time — ever and anon 
would Lave thrown in a hundred suggestions of which we know 
nothing. Let any man, romancer or other, set himself to con- 
ceive the Prose Novel. He cannot, by any possibility, conceive 
that he should have been led to make but a day of it. Ergo, 
the Drama proceeds upon its own Laws, No representation in 
art is the literal transcript of experience. 

North. The question is, what deviations — to what extent — 
does the particular Art need? And why? The talked Attic 
Unity of Time instructs us. But Sophocles and Shakspeare 
must have one view of the Stage, in essence. You must sifc 
out your three or four hours. You must listen and see with 
expectation intended, like a bow drawn. To which intent Ac- 
tion and Passion must press on. 

Talboys. Compare, air, the One Day of Othello to the Six- 
teen Years of Hermione! There, intensest Passion sustained; 
here, the unrolling of a romantic adventure. Each true to the 
temper imposed on the hearing spectator. 
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North. Good. The Novel is not a Transcri[)t — Ihe Play is 
not a Transcript. Ask not for a Transcript, for not one of 
those who could give it you, will. A conditional imitation 
toe desire and demand — and we have it in Othello 

Talhoya. And put up we must with Two Times — one for 
your sympathy witli his tempest of heart — one for the verisimili- 
tude of the transaction. 

North. Think on the facility with which, in the Novel, 
lago could have strewn an atom of arsenic a-day on Othello's 
platter, to use him to the taste; and how, in the Play, this re- 
presentation is impossible. Then, the original remaining 
the same, each manner of portraiture leaves it, and each after 
its own Laws. 

Talho^s. Did not Shaispeare know as much about the Time 
which he was hi maelf making as we do, as much and more? 

North. I doubt it. I see no necessity for believing it. 
We judge him as we judge ourselves. He came to his Art 
as it was, and created — improving it — from that point. An 
Art grows in all its constituents. The management of the 
Time is a constituent in the Art of " feigned history," as 
Poetry is called hy Lord Bacon. But I contend that on our 
Stage, to which Shakspeare came, the management of Time 
was in utter neglect — an undreamed entity; and I claim for the 
first foundation of any Canon respective to this matter acute 
sifting of all Plays ^rejJjoMS. 

Talhoys. Not so very many — 

North. Nor so very few. ShaJtspeare took up the sprawling, 
forlorn infant, dramatic Time. He cradled, rocked, and fed it. 
The bantling throve, and crawled vigorously about on all-fours. 
But since then, thou Tallometer, imagine the study that we 
have made.. Count not our Epic Poems— not oui Metrical 
Komancea — not our Tragedies. Count our Comedies, and count 
above all our Novels. I do not say that you can settle Time 



Hosted by Google 



S50 CHRISTOPHER UN] 

in these by the Almanac. They are the lesa poetical when jou 
can do soj but I say tlat we have with wooderful and immense 
diligence studied the working out of a Story. Time being 
here an essential constituent, it cannot be hut that, in our more 
esact and critical laying-out of the chain of occurrences, we have 
arrived at a tutoredand jealous respect of Time — To say nothiog 
of OUT Aristotelian lessons — totally unlike anything that existed 
under Eliza and James, as a general proficiency of the Art — 
as a step gained in the National Criticism. 

Talboys. Ay, it must be diSSonlt in the extreme for us so 
to divest ourselves of our own intellectual habits and proficiency 
as to taie up, and into our own, the mind of that age. But, 
unless we do so, we are unable to judge what might or might 
not happen to any one mind of that age; and when we affirm 
that Shakspeare must have known what he was doing in regard 
to the Time of Othello, we are suffering under the described 
difficulty or disability — 

North. Why, Talboys, you are coming day after day, to 
talk better and better sense — take care you get not too sen- 
sible — 

TaTboT/s. We must never forget, sir, that the management 
of the Time was on that Stage a slighted and trampled element 
— that what Willy gives us of it is gratuitous, and what we 
must be thankful for — and finally that he did not distinctly 
scheme out, in his own conception, the Time of Othello — very 
far from it. 

North. I verily believe that if yon or I had shown him the 
Time, tied up as it is, he would have said, " Let it go hang. 
They won't find it out; and, if they do, let them make the best, 
the worst, and the most of it. The Play is a good Play, and 
I shall spoil it with mending it," Why, Talboys, if Queen 
Elizabeth had required that the Time should be set straight, it 
could not have been done. One — two — sis changes would not 



Hosted by Google 



CHRISTOPHER UNDER CANVASS. 3&1 

have done it. The Time is an entangled skein that can only 
be disentaagied by breaking it. E'er the ferror of action on 
tbe Stage, lago could not have delayed tKe beginning beyoad 
tbe nest day. And yet think of the Moral Absurdity — to 
begin — really as if the day after Marriage, to show Jealousy! 
The thing is out of nature tbe whole diameter of the globe. 
His project was " after a time t' abuse Othello's ear," which 
is according to nature, and is de facto the impression made — 
strange to say — from beginning to end. But the truth is, that 
tbo Stage three hours are ao soon gone, that you submit yourself 
to everything to come within compass. Tour imagination is 
bound to the wheels of the Theatre Clock. 

Talhoys. Yet, in your conversation on Macbeth, you called 
your discovery an " astounding discovery " — and it is so. The 
Duplicity of Time in Othello is a hundred times more as- 
tounding — 

North. And the discovery of it will immortalize my name. 
I grieve te think that tbe Pensive Public is sadly deficient in 
Imagination. I remember or invent that she once resisted me, 
when I said that "Illusion" is one constituent of Poetry. 
Illusion, the Pensive Public must be made to know, is when 

THE SAME THING IS, AND IS NOT. Pa — Giod blesS him ! — 

makes believe to be a Lion. He roars and springs upon his 
prey. He at once believes himself to be a Lion, and knows 
himself fe be Pa. Just so with the Shakspeare Club — many 
millions strong. Tbe two times at Cyprus are there; the reason 
for the two times — to wit, probability of the Action, storm of 
the Passion is there; and if any wiseacre should ask, " How do 
we manage to stand the knawn together-proceeding of two 
times?" The wiseacre is answered — "We don't stand it — for 
we know nothing about it. We are held in a confusion and a 
delusion about the time." We have effect of both — distinct 
knowledge of neither. We have siiggestions to our Uadeiv 
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standiDg of extended time — we have moTemeuta of our Will 
by precipitated time. 

Talhoys. "We have — wetave — we have. Ob, sir ! sir I sir ! 

NoTlh. Does any man by possibility ask for a scheme 
and an exposition, by which it shall he made luminous to the 
emalleat capacity, how we are able distinctly all along to know, 
and bear in mind, that the preceding transactions are accom- 
plished in a day, and at tho same time and therewithal, dis- 
tinctly all along to know and bear in mind that the same trans- 
actions proceeding before our eyes take about three months to 
accomplish ? Then, I am obliged — like the musicians, when 
they are told that, if they have any musie that may not be 
heard, Othello desires them to play it — to make answer, " Sir, 
we have none such." It is to ask that a deception shall be not 
only seemingly but really a truth ! Jedediah Buston, and 
Blair the Chronologist would, " sitting at thU plaj," have 
broken their hearts. You need not. If you ask me— which 
judiciously J ou may — what or how much did tho Swan of Avon 
intend and knm of all this astonishing legerdemain, when he 
sang thus astonishingly ? Was he the juggler juggled by aerial 
spirits — as Puck and Ariel? I put my finger to my lip, and 
nodonhira to do the same; and if lam asked, "Shall a modem 
artifioer of the Drama, having the same pressure from within 
and from withont, adopt this resource of evasion?" I can an- 
swer, with great confidence, " He bad better look before he 
leap." If any spectator, upon the mere persuasion and power 
of the Kepresentation, ends with believing that the seed sown 
and the harvest reaped are of one day, I believe that he may 
yet have the belief of extended time at Cyprus. I should say 
by carrying the om day with him on fonoardi from day to day ! 
Or if you wish this more intelligibly said, that he shall continu- 
ally /'"S'^' tl^o past notices. Once for all, he shall foi-get that 
thej?re( suggention was on the day after the arrival 
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Talhoyi. Inquire, air, what intelligent auditors, who have 
not gone into the study, have thought; for tbat, after all, is 
the obIj testimoay that means anything. 

JVbrih. Well, Talboya, suppose that one of them should ac- 
tually say, " Why, upon my word, if I am to ,tell the truth, I 
did tafee note that lago began ' abusing Othello's ear, the day 
after the arriTal, I did, in the course of the Play, gather up 
an impression that some good space of time was passing at Cy- 
prus — and I did, when the murder came, put it down upon the 
same day with the sowing of the suspicion, and I was not aware 
of the contradiction. In short, now that you put me upon it, 
I see that I did that which thousands of us do in thousands of 
subjects — keep in different corners of the brain two beliefs — 
of which, if they had come upon the same ground, the one must 
have annihilated the other. But I did not at the time bring 
the data together, / suppose that I had something else to 
think of." 

Talhoys. Assume, sir, for simplicity'^ sake, that Shakspeare 
knew what he was doing. 

North. Then the Double Time is to be called — an Imposture. 

Talboys. Oh, my dear sir — oh, oh I 

North. A good-natured Juggler, my dear Talboys, has 
cheated your eyes. You ask him to show you how he did it. 
He does the trick slowly — and you see. "Now, good Con- 
juror, do it sjmeh/, and cheat us." " I can't. I cheat you by 
doing it quickly. To be cheated, you must not see what I do; 
but you must ffiini: that you see." When we inspect the Play 
in our closets, the Juggler does bis tricks slowly. We sit at 
the Play, and he does it quick. Wlien you see the trick again 
done the right way — ^that is quick — you cannot conceive how 
it is that you no longer see that which you saw when it was 
done slowly ! Again the impression returns of & magical 

30* 
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Talboys. I doubt if we saw Ottello perfectly acted, whether 
all our study would preserve us from the returning imposture. 

North. I will defy any one most skillful theatrical eonnoissem", 
even at the tflnth, or twentieth, or fiftieth Kepresentation, so to 
have followed the comings-in and the goings-oat, as to satisfy 
himself to demonstration, that interval into which a month or 
a week or a day can ha dropped — there is none. 

raZiqys, When do you propose publishing this your " as- 
tounding Discovery?" 

North. Not till after my death. 

Talhoya. I shall attend ia it. 

North. In comparing Shakspeare and the Attic Three, we 
seem to ourselves, but really do not, to exhaust the Criticism 
of the Drama. Is Mr. Sheriff Alison right, when he said that 
the method of Shakspeare is justified only by tiie genius of 
Shakspeare? That less genius needs the art of antiquity? 
Our own art incKnes to a method between the two; and wo 
should have to account for the theatrical success, during a century 
or more, of such Plays as the FaOi Penitent, Jane Shore, &e. 

Talbc^s. Why, sir, does Tragedy displace often from our 
contemplation, Comedy? Not when wo are contemplating 
Shakspeare. To me his method, in reading him, appears jus- 
tified by the omnipotent Art, which, despite refractorinesa, 
binds together the most refractory times, things, persons, 
events in Unity. 

North. Most true. We feel, in reading, the solf-compact- 
ness and self-completeness of each Play, Thus in Lear — 

Talhor/s. In Lear the ethical ground is the Kclation of 
Parent to Child, specifically Father and Daughter. If the 
treatment of that Eolation is full to your satisfaction, that may 
effect you as a Unity. Full is not exhaustive; but one part 
of treatment demands another. Thus the violated relation re- 
quires for its complement the consecrated relation. 

North. In Hamlet? 
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Talhoyi. The ethical groimd in Hamlet, air, is tlie relation 
of Father and Sod, very peculiarly determined, or epecialtied. 
Observe, sir, how the Khe relation between Father and Daughter, 
the same between Father and Son occurs in Polonius's House. 
Here too, a slain Father — a part of the specialty. Compare, 
particularly, the dilatory revenge of Hamlet, and the dispatohfnl 
of Laertes. Again, the relation of Gertrude the Mother and 
Hamlet the Son — so many differences ! And the strange dis- 
cords upon the same relation — my Uncle-Father and Aunt- 
Motier — the tragic grotesque. 

MrOi. Ell? 

Talho^s. Then in Lear the House of G-loster counterparts 
Lear's. And compare the ill-disposed Son-in-law Cornwall, 
and the well-disposed Son-in-law Albany. The very Fool has 
a sort of ^/^ta? relation to Lear — "Nunele" — and "come on, 
my Boy," At least the relation is in the same direction — old 
to young— protecting to dependent — spontaneous love to grate- 
ful, requiting love, and an intimate, fondling familiarity. Com- 
pare in Hamlet, Ophelia's way of taking her father's death — 
madness and unconscious suicide — the susceptible girl,— and 
the brother to kill the slayer, " to cut his throat i' the cliurcli" 
— the energetic youthy man, ferox juveim — fiery — full of exu- 
berant strength; — all variations of the grounding thought — 
relation of Parent and Child. 

N<»-ai. Of Othello? 

Falbo^s. The moral Unity of Othello can be nothing but 
the Commhial Relation. How is this dealt with ? Othello and 
Desdemona deserve one another — both are excellent — both im- 
passioned, but very differently — both franlc, simple, confiding 
' — both unbounded in love. But they have married agwnst 
the father's wish — privily, and — he di^ — so here is from 
another sacred quarter an influence thwarting — a law violated, 
and of which the violation shall be made good to the uttermost. 
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So somebocly remarks tliat Brabaotio involves the fact ia the 
9 deceived her Fathor, and may thee." 
d corrupt love of her and Cassio is a reflec- 
tion in divers wajs of the prevailing relation — for a corrupt 
union of man and woman images ex o^rposito the true uuion^ 
and then it cornea as the wounding to the death, Agaia, 
Eodrigo's wicked pursuit of her is an imperfect, false reflection. 
And then there is the false relation — in Gassio and Bianca — 
woven in essentially when lago, talking to Gassio, of Bianca, 
makes Othello believe that they are speaking of Desdemona. 
Then the married estate of lago and Emilia is another image 
— an actual marriage, and so far the same thing, but an in- 
wardly unbound wedlock — between heart and heart no lie — and 
so far not the same thing — the same with a difference, exactly 
what Poetry requires. Note that this image is also participant 
in the Action, essentially, penetratively to the core; since 
hereby lago gets the handkerchief, and hereby too, the knot is 
resolved by Emilia's final disclosures and asseverations sealed 
by her death. Observe that each husband kills, and indeed 
stabs his wife — motives a little different — as heaven and hell. 

North. The method of Shakspeare makes his Drama the 
more absolute reflection of our own Life, wherein are to be con- 
sidered two things 

Talhoi/s. First — if the innermost grounding feeling of all 
our other feelings is and must be that of Self — the next, or in 
close proslmity. Sympathy witb our life — then by the over- 
powering similitude of those Plays to our Lives — of the method 
of the Plays to the method of our life — that Sympathy is by 
Shakapeare seized and possessed as by no other dramatist — the 
persuasion of reality being immense and stupendous. Elements 
of the method are, the mixture of comie and tragic — the crossing 
presentment of different intcrcals — presentment of the same in- 
terests from divided places and times— multiplying of agents. 
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tliat is number andvarietj — being of all ranks, ages, qualities, 
offices — coming in contact — imniixt in Action and Passion. 
This frank, liberal, unreserved, spontaneous and natural method 
of imitation must ravish our sympathy — and we know that the 
plajs of Shakspeaic are to us like another world of our own in 
its exuberant plenitude — a full second humanity. 

M>rtk. Opposed to this is the severe method of the Greek 
Stage — selecting and simplifying. 

Talbcn/s. Of the modem craftsmen, to my thinking Alfieri 
haa carried the Attic severity to the utmost; and I am obliged 
to say, sir, that in them all — those Greeks and this Italian — 
the severity oppresses me — I feel the rule of Art — not the 
free movement of human existence. That I feel oveipower- 
ingly, only in Shakspeare. 

Mirth. Ay. 

Talhoyi. Alfieri says that the constituent Element of Tragedy 
is Conflict — as of Duty and Passioa — as of conscious Election 
in the breast of Man and Eate. 

North. He docs — does he ? 

Talboys. There is Conflict — or Contrast — or Antithesis — 
the Jar of Two Opposites — a Discord— -a BendiHg — in Lear; 
between his misplaced confidence and its requital — between 
his misplaced displeasure and the true love that is working 
towards his weal. And, again, between the Desert and the 
Reward of Cordelia — with more in the same Play. 

North. Schiller says of Tragic Eate, 

TLat e 

Welckcr haa, I believe, written on the Eate of the Greek 
Tragedy, which I desire to see. 

Talloye. Are Waves breaking against a Rock the true 
image of Tragedy? 

NoTlJi. Hardly; any more thaM a maa nmning his head 
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agaiDSt a post, or stono wall is. The two antagonistic Forces, 
Talboys, must each of them have, or seem to have, the possi- 
bility of yielding; the Conflict or Strife must have a certain 
play. Therefore I inquire — la the Greek Fate the most excel- 
lent of Dramatic means ? and is the G-reek Fate inflexible? 
And, granting that the Hellenic Fate is thoroughly sublime 
and fitting to Greek Tragedy, and withal inflexible — does it 
follow that Modern Tragedy must have a like overhanging 
tyrannical Necessity? 

Talhaj/s. No. 

North, No. The Greek Tragedy representing a received 
religious Mythology, we may conceive the poetical, or esthetical 
hardness of a Fato known for unalterable, to have been tem- 
pered by the inherent Awe — the Holiness. There is a certain 
swallowing-iip of human interests, hopes, passions — this tur- 
moiling, struggliog life — in a revealed Infinitude. Our Stage 
is human^ — ^built on the Moral Nature of Man, and on his terres- 
trial Manner of Being. It stands under the Heavens — upon 
the Earth. In Hamlet, the Ghost, with his command of Re- 
venge, representa the Impassive, inflexible — witt a breath 
freezing the movable human blood into stillness — everything 
else is in agitation. 

Talhoyi. Say it again, sir. 

North. Beg my pardon and your own, fully and uncondi- 
tionally, Talboys, this very instant, for talking slightingly of 
the Greek Drama. 

Talboj/i. Not guilty, my Lord. Of all I>ramas tliat ever 
were dramatized on the Stage of this unintelligible world, the 
Greek Drama is the most dramatic, saving and excepting Shak- 
epeare's. 

North. Ay, wonderful, my dear Talboys, to see the holy 
affections demonstrated mighty on the heathen Proscenium. 
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Antigone! Daughter and Sister. Or in another Ilouse, Oiiss- 
tes, Electra. 

Talhoys. Macbeth murders a King, wlio happens to be hia 
kinsman ; but Cly temneatra murders her husband, who happens 
to be a King— the profounder and more inferior crime. 

North. We see how grave are the undertakings of Poetry, 
■which engages itself to please, that it may accomplish sublimer 
aims. By pleasure she wins you to your greater good — to liove 
and Intelligence. The heathen Legislator, the heathen Philo- 
sopher, the heathen Poet, looks upon Man with love and awe. 
He desires and conceives his welfare — his weliboing — h:s Hap- 
piness 

TcUho^i And the Poet vou bebeve, Mr, with lutenser love 
— with more solemn awe — with m re penetrant intuition 
Mirih I dj And he hit his way clearer before him 
Talboj/1 The LetHlatti sir, will alchemize the most re 
fractoiy of all substances — Man His mittiuls iri, m tiiifh 
the lowest and grossest and most extern il relitiuns. of M m a 
life 
Mfth They are 

Talhoyf And these he would with instrumentality of low, 
gross outward mpana subjugate oi subdue under his own most 
spiritual intt t ona 

Ao7ik A vfin tasl my dear Talboys, for an impossible. 
He m lilt 1 wer h >* mtuition — Ii s a m — to his means and mate- 
rials The Ihiloa pher wilka in a more etherial region. Com- 
pared to the IjegisLtir he is at advantage. But he has his 
own d ftieultiea He must th nk JeeUngs! 

Talhoi/s He might is well try sir, to trace outline, and 
measuie capacity of a mist which ^ anes its form momently, and, 
without determinate boundaiy loses itaelf in the contiguous air. 
His work IS to dtiine the indetinitp 

Nc th \n 1 then he e mea fi m the Schools, which in 
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qualifying disqualify also—from the Schools of the Senses — of 
the Phyaieal Arts — of Natural Philosophy — of Logical, Meta- 
physical, Matiemafjcal Seience. Ttese have quickened, 
strengthened, and sharpened his wit; they have lifted him at 
last from emotions to notions : but — Love is understood by lov- 
ing — Hate hy hating — and only so ! Sensations — notions — 
Emotions! I say, Talboys, that in all these inferior schools 
you may understand a part by itself, and ascend by items to 
the Sum, the All. But in the Philosophy of the Will, you 
must from the centre look along the radii, and with a sweep 
oommand the circumference. You must know as it were No- 
thing, or All. 

Talboys. Ay, indeed, sir; looking at the Doctrines of the 
Moral Philosophers, you are always dissatisfied — and why? 

North Because they contradict jour self-experience. Some- 
times they speak as you feel. Yont self- intelligence answers, 
and from time to time, acknowledges and avouches a strain or 
two; but then comes discord. The Sage stands on a radius. 
If he looks along the radius towards the eircumferenee, he sees 
in the same direction with him who stands at the centre; but 
in every other direction, inversely or transversely. Every work 
of a Philosopher gives you the notion of glimpses caught, 
snatched in the midst of clouds and of rolling daj-knesses. The 
truth is, TtJboys, that the Moral Philosopher is in the Moral 
Universe a schoolboy; he is gaining, from time to time, informa- 
tion by which, if he shall persevere and prosper, he shall at 
last understand. Hitherto he but prepares to understand. If 
ho knows this, good; but if the schoolboy who has mastered hia 
Greek Alphabet, will forthwith proceed to expound Homer and 
Plato, what sort of an ex caikedrA may we ngt espect ? Bather, 
what expectation can approach the burlesque that is in store ! 

Talhoys. Ail are not such. 

North. The Moral sage maybe the Schoolboy in the Magis- 
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terial Chair. With only this difference, that he of the heard 
has been iastaHed in form, and the Doctor's hat set on his head 
by the hand of authority. But the ground of eoafusion is the 
same. He will from initjal glimpses of information expound 
the world. He will — and the worst of it is that — he must. 

Talboys. A Legislator, a Philosopher, a Poet, all know that 
the stability and welfare of a man — of a fellowship of men — ia 
Virtue. But see bow they deal with it. 

North. Don't look to mo, Talboys; go on of yourself and 
for joaraelf — I am a pupil. 

Talhoj/s. The Le^slator, sir, can hardly do more than re- 
ward Valor in war; and punish overt crime. The Philosopher 
will have Gk)od either tangible, like an ox, or a tree, or a tower, 
or a piece of land; or a rigorous and precise rational abstraction, 
like the quantities of a mathematician. For Good substantial 
and impalpable, go to the Poet. Por Good — for Virtue — con- 
crete, go to the Poet 

North. The Phil ph (at Virtue from all other mo- 
tions and states of th h n w 11 The Poet loses or hidea 
Virtue in the othe n ti n nl tates of the human will. 
Orestes, obeying th C mm n 1 f Apollo, avenges his Father, 
by slaying his M th and h murderous and adulterons 
Paiamour, So awf liy 1 mnly f rribly — with such implica- 
tion and involution n hum n fl tions and passions, works 
and interests and snff ring th Piet demonstrates Virtue. 

Talboys. And w g 1 n w th Orestes, sir; the Greeks 
did— if our feebler 1 t 

North. Yes, Talb y w d g along with Orestes. He 
does that which he 1 — wb h he is under a moral obliga- 

tion to do — under am In j of doing. Necessity ! ay, 

an Avayxij — stem, t dm e as that which links the 

Chain of Causes and F nt n tb natural universe — which 
compels the equabl and nalte abl celestial motions beheld 
31 
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by our eyes — such a boucden, irresistible agency sends on the 
son of the murdered, with hidden sword, agaanst the bosom that 
lias hillod, fed, made him I — He must. 

Tolboys. Love, bate, torror — the furies of kinred shed 
blood ready to spring up from the black inscrutable earth wet- 
ted by the red drops, and to dog the heels of the new Slayer — ■ 
of the divinely-appointed Pairioide ? So a Poet teaches Virtue. 

North. Ay, even so; convulsing your soul — convulsing the 
worlds, he shows you Law — the archaic, the primal, sprung, 
ere Time, from the bosom of Jupiter — Law the bond of tbe 
worlds, Law tbe inviolate violated, and avenging ber Violation, 
vindicating her own everlasting stability, purity, divinity. 

Talloys. Divine Law and humble, faithful, acquiescent hu- 
man Obedience ! Obedience self-sacrificing, blind to the ecu- 
sequences, bearing the Gcod, heaving the Ghost, deaf to all other 
Voices — deaf to fear, deaf to pity! 

North. Now call in the Philosopher, and hear what be has 
to preach. Something exquisite and unintelligible about the 
Middle between two Extremes ! 

Talbm/i. Shade of tbe Staygrite! 

North. The pure Earth shakes crime from hers If a d the 
pure stars follow their eternal courses. The Moth i y tbe 
children of a brother for the father's repast. An 1 th un 
Btopt in the heavens, veils bis resplendent face. S a P t n 
culcates Law — Law running through all things, and b nd n all 
things in unity and in Sympathy — Law entwined in the primal 
relations of Man with Man. To reconcile Man with Law — to 
make him its "willing bondsman" — is the great Moral and 
Political Problem — the first Social need of the day — the inner- 
most craving need of all time since the Fall. The Poet is its 
greatest teacher — a wily preceptor, who lessons you, unaware, 
unsuspecting of tbe supreme benefit purposed you — done you 
by Mm, the Hierophant of Harmonia. 
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Talhoys. You ordered me, sir, some few or many hours ago 
— some Short or Long Time since — to swear that after tiis 
Moming'a Breakfast I would never more so much as confiden- 
tially whisper into a friend's oar the words — Othello ! Deade- 
mona! And I swore it. I am now eager to swear it over 
again; bat I begin, sir, to entertain the most serious apprehen- 
sions that that time will never arrive. 

North. What time? 

Talboys. Aftm' Breakfast. We have been sitting here, sir, 
htfore Breakfast for ages, in the Wren's Nest. During our in- 
cubation, what a succession of changes may there not have been 
in Europe ! Revolution on Revolution — blood poured out like 
water Hark, the Tocsin 1 

Nw^. The Grong, 

Talhoys. The Breakfast Gong! The tremulous thunder 
meets an answering chord within me. Six o'clock in the Morn- 
ing — and no victuals Lave I gorged since Eleven Yestreen. 
Good-by to the Wren's Neat — the very Cave of Famine. This 
is Turkey-egg — Goose-egg — Swan-egg — Ostrich-egg day. I 
see Buller eyeing open-mouthed, with premeditating mastication, 
my pile of muffins. Gormandizing sans Grace. Take care 
you don't trip, sir, over the precipice — 'twould be an ugly fall 
— into the basin. Now we are out of danger. But don't skip, 
sir — don't skip — till we emerge — on the open ground— then 
we may dance among the daisies. 
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